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PREFACE 


The  Russia  of  Today. 

It  is  a  popular  belief  in  St.  Petersburg  that 
of  winter  nights  Pietro-Veliki^  the  greatest  and 
fiercest  of  Czars,  slips  noiselessly  down  from  his 
huge  pedestal  of  granite  to  take  a  ghostly  ride  on 
his  horse  of  bronze  along  the  streets  and  squares 
of  the  city  that  bears  his  name,  as  though  to  con- 
tinue the  spell  of  his  genius  under  which  Russia  is 
believed  to  progress.  The  fact  is  that  the  Russia 
of  to-day  is,  as  to  the  spirit  of  assimilating  reforms 
tried  elsewhere,  far  behind  the  Russia  of  Peter  the 
Great.  Muscovy  is  in  many  respects  the  China  of 
the  civilized  world,  exclusive,  intolerant,  inhospit- 
able, cunning,  suspicious,  despotic,  holy  and  ludi- 
crously conceited  as  to  her  theocratic  destiny 
among  the  nations.  While  it  is  impossible  to  say 
whether  the  greatest  fiction  mongering  is  to  be 
looked  for  in  the  Russian  chancellery  or  in  the 
Chinese,  there  need  be  no  hesitancy  in  asserting 
that  there  are  virtues  in  China  of  which  Russia 
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never  dreamed.  Let  nobody  think  of  the  Russian 
people  when  Russia  is  referred  to;  there  is  a  Gov- 
ernment, there  is  in  Muscovy  no  people  that  has  a 
will  or  an  opinion.  "God  and  the  Czar"  is  what 
every  Russian  is  expected  to  make  the  motto  of 
his  life;  any  other  feeling  lands  him  in  the  jail,  under 
the  knout,  or  in  Siberia. 

Russia  makes  no  secret  of  her  anxiety  to  bar  her 
gates  against  what  she  considers  the  intrusive 
curiosity  of  the  stranger.  She  hates  to  see  herself 
arraigned  before  the  tribunal  of  the  civilized  world 
and  does  her  utmost  to  hide  her  dealings  in  dark- 
ness. The  stranger  who  knocks  at  her  door  for 
admission  must  be  identified  as  to  his  race,  creed, 
business  and  thought.  What  the  intruder  has  in 
his  trunk  is  of  less  importance  to  the  Russian  police 
than  what  he  has  in  his  mind.  The  stranger  need 
not  be  surprised  to  discover  that  he  is  actually 
tinder  the  eyes  of  the  police;  that  his  room  has  been 
searched  in  his  absence;  that  his  correspondence 
has  been  meddled  with;  that  pristav,  dvornikj  waiter 
and  chamber-maid  have  kept  a  record  of  his  doings, 
however  trifling,  every  endeavor  being  made  to 
fathom  the  impressions  he  is  supposed  to  be  storing 
up  for  the  purpose  of  giving  them  much-dreaded 
publicity.  In  shgrt,  Russia  is  in  dread  of  light.  To 
borrow  a  few  words  of  Leroy  Beaulieu,  many  far- 
reaching  evils  may  be  traced  to  "that  huge  and 
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shapeless  Russia  which,  with  its  steppes  and  forests, 
has  remained  isolated  from  the  great  currents  of 
modern  life;  to  holy  orthodox  Russia,  half  Oriental, 
half  Asiatic,  which  endeavors  to  find  its  national 
unity  in  its  religious  unity,  and  which  regards  the 
Catholic  and  the  Protestant  with  little  more  favor 
than  the  Israelite;  to  that  autocratic  Russia,  which 
differs  from  us  in  all  its  institutions,  be  they  eco- 
nomic, political,  religious  or  social." 

In  a  country  where  Church  and  State  are  identi- 
cal, and  where  adherence  to  the  official  creed  is 
held  to  be  the  safest  guarantee  for  patriotic  loyalty, 
the  logical  conclusion  must  be  that  all  dissenters 
are  both  disloyal  aliens  and  heretics,  an  interpre- 
tation applied  in  grim  rigor  to  the  ill-fated  Jew 
because  his  cause  is  nobody's  concern.  Darkest 
Russia,  however,  is  not  limited  to  the  confines  of 
"The Pale;" it  covers  an  empire  where  the  sun  never 
sets,  peopled  by  one  hundred  and  thirty  millions 
of  beings  who  belong  soul  and  body  to  the  white 
Czar.  This  imperial  batioiichka  does  not  want  his 
children  to  think,  and  he  enforces  obedience  in  a 
way  to  make  his  own  little  ones  reflect  twice  before 
they  dare  to  utter  freely  what  their  hearts  are  full 
of,  except  it  be  a  psalm  in  praise  of  the  awful  "little 
father."  If  the  younger  ones  forget  themselves  and 
articulate  the  word  Liberty,  the  paternal  Minotaur 
disposes  of  them  quietly  in  his  capacious  labyrinth 
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of  silent  ostrogs  and  mines,  varying  the  educational 
discipline  by  the  impressive  quality  of  the  whip  and 
the  rod.  What  theocratic  bureaucracy  misnames 
nihilism  is  the  desperate  struggle  of  young  Russia 
to  emancipate  itself  from  the  galling  yoke  of 
unbearable  tyranny.  However  incidental  the 
glimpses  given  in  these  pages  of  the  torments  en- 
dured by  thousands  of  youthful  martyrs  to  liberty, 
they  are  sufficient  to  make  one's  heart  throb  with 
deep  gratitude  for  having  his  lot  cast  beyond  the 
Czar's  domains. 

The  author  has  been  an  eye-witness  of  most  of 
the  incidents  narrated  in  this  romance.  In  the 
midst  of  the  scenes  he  describes,  he  has  lived  and 
suffered.  He  has  seen  his  father  knocked  down  by 
the  blow  of  a  Cossack's  whip  and  his  mother's  home 
devastated  by  the  tax-collector.  The  terrible  treat- 
ment of  the  Poles  during  their  last  revolt  are  burned 
in  his  memory.  The  chained  recruit  accompanied 
by  his  lamenting  mother;  the  etape,  ragged, 
wretched,  covered  with  vermin  and  footsore;  the 
serf,  male  and  female,  and  the  soldier,  flogged  in 
the  open  market-place;  the  policeman  cuffing  and 
striking  man  and  woman;  the  village  church  pro- 
fusely decorated  with  grotesque  paintings  of  heaven 
and  hell,  saints  and  sinners,  angels  and  demons; 
the  bearded,  priestly  batiouchka  of  capacious  girth, 
with  the  mujik  ever  anxious  to  kiss  his  hand  or  that 
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of  his  matronly  matiouchka;  the  filthy  home  of  the 
serf,  teeming  with  vermin  and  unhallowed  by  the 
least  notion  of  morality;  the  brutal  life  of  the  mujik, 
the  scandalous  life  of  the  tchinn,  the  barbarity  of 
the  police,  the  abuse  of  the  soldier,  the  ecstatic 
Kabbalist,  the  prosaic  Talmudist,  the  fanatic  out- 
burst, the  superstitious  dread  of  demons,  these  and 
many  other  experiences  of  a  youth  spent  under  the 
rule  of  Nicholas  the  First  and  Alexander  the 
Second  are  faithfully  depicted  in  this  book. 

The  naming  of  a  new  work  is  usually  the  last 
but  certainly  not  the  least  literary  feature,  if  the 
title  is  to  convey  some  idea  of  its  purport.  In  this 
instance  "The  Archierey  of  Samara"  received  the 
preference  over  other  suggestions  because  it  is  less 
sensational  and  because  the  "Archierey" — a  high 
dignitary  of  the  Church  in  Russia — is  the 
central  figure  of  the  story,  a  sort  of  Prometheus  in 
chains.  While  inquisitorial  courts  found  no  favor 
with  the  Czars,  the  policy  of  Nicholas  was  prolific 
in  creating  just  such  acute  mental  conflicts  as  in- 
sure profound  sympathy  for  one  who  is  engaged 
in  a  struggle  with  fate,  is  beaten  and  bruised,  but 
holds  out  to  the  end.  Isaieff  stands  for  the  type 
of  the  forced  convert  to  the  Russian  Church, 
doomed  to  lead  the  double  life  of  the  Maranno  in 
mediaeval  Spain,  of  whom  the  Curate  of  Los 
Palacios    writes    that    "this    accursed    race    were 
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either  unwilling  to  bring  their  children  to  be  bap- 
tised, or,  if  they  did,  they  washed  away  the  stain 
on  returning  home.  They  dressed  their  stews  and 
other  dishes  with  oil  instead  of  lard;  abstained  from 
pork;  kept  the  Passover;  ate  meat  in  Lent,  and  sent 
oil  to  replenish  the  lamps  of  the  synagogue,  with 
many  other  abominable  ceremonies  of  their  re- 
ligion." The  venerable  father  is  also  deeply  grieved 
at  the  fact  that  they  were  "an  exceedingly  politic 
and  very  ambitious  people,  engrossing  the  most 
lucrative  municipal  offices,**  and  his  anger  grows 
when  he  remembers  that  "by  their  wicked  con- 
trivances they  amassed  great  wealth  and  thus  were 
often  able  to  ally  themselves  by  marriage  with  noble 
Christian  families.**  The  good  curate  suggests, 
"that  the  whole  accursed  race,  male  and  female,  of 
twenty  years  of  age  and  upward,  might  be  purified 
with  fire  and  fagot.**  One  is  at  a  loss  as  to  which 
of  the  two  salvation  schemes  to  admire  first — that 
of  the  Roman  or  of  the  Greek-Catholic  Church. 
However,  what  the  modernized  Jew  is  really  inter- 
ested in  is  not  so  much  the  form  or  reform  of  his 
religion  as  the  shape  of  his  nose;  if  that  irredeem- 
able member  could  be  improved  upon  or  converted 
to  look  Greek,  Roman  or  Teutonic,  why  that 
would  be  different.  As  to  his  soul  he  could  hardly 
tell  what  it  is  nor  where  it  is.  It  is  other^vise  in 
"The  Pale  of  Jewish  Settlement.**    Cooped  up  in  a 
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myriad  pestiferous  holes  as  his  wretched  retreats, 
with  a  thousand  restrictive  laws  devised  for  his 
misery,  the  Russian  Jew  is  yet  the  most  consistent 
and  uncompromising  of  his  widely  scattered  race, 
a  veritable  Job  in  his  resignation  to  an  inscrutable 
destiny.  In  his  midst  you  have  to  look  for  the  real 
Mandarin  of  the  chosen  people,  rarely,  if  at  all,  met 
this  side  of  the  Atlantic.  The  immigrant  to  this 
land  represents  the  lower,  often  the  lowest  strata 
of  Slavonic  Jewry. 

Whatever  is  dear  to  the  loyal  Christian  and  the 
true-hearted  Jew  has  been  treated  in  these  pages 
with  that  respect  and  reverence  due  to  two  world- 
revolutionizing,  yea,  world-redeeming  powers. 
There  has  been  no  efifort  made,  however,  to  varnish 
over  the  weak  points  of  either  Judaism  or  Chris- 
tianity. It  is  too  late  for  the  Jew  to  ignore  the 
tremendous  spiritual  force  latent  in  an  ideal  Chris- 
tianity; nor  is  the  Christian  doing  himself  justice 
by  claiming  the  beauty  of  the  blossom  for  an  assort- 
ment of  creeds  that  are  the  caricatures  of  the  lofty 
ideal  proclaimed  by  Jesus  of  Nazareth.  Let  the 
gold  be  separated  from  the  dross.  It  seems  to  me 
that  the  Christianity  of  Nikita  Krilewitch  as  well  as 
that  of  the  Archierey  of  Samara  will  strike  a  sympa- 
thetic chord  in  many  a  Jewish  and  non-Jewish 
heart,  appealing  as  it  does  to  man  as  man,  not  to 
man  as  the  theological   religionist.     Ah,   let   us 
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initiate  the  twentieth  century  with  a  large-hearted, 
broad-minded  hospitality  for  everything  that  is 
true,  good  and  beautiful  in  every  system  of  thought, 
every  intuition  of  the  dreaming,  longing,  searching 
soul,  especially  such  as  have  tested  their  quality  in 
the  course  of  millennia.  The  pen-pictures  of  this 
volume  have  been  drawn  objectively  in  the  mere 
interest  of  truth,  describing  a  period  and  conditions 
hitherto  little  known  to  the  great  world.  Every 
endeavor  has  been  made  to  blend  the  real  with  the 
epic  and  the  romantic,  so  that  the  reader  may  be 
moved  to  sympathy  with  suffering  humanity  and 
be  at  the  same  time  entertained.  The  Tartar  en- 
throned in  St.  Petersburg  is  the  dragon  that  holds 
the  half  of  two  continents  between  his  terrific  iron 
jaws,  ready  to  crush  him  who  dares  to  put  a  straw 
in  his  way.  Without  promising  too  much  it  may 
be  said,  that  this  effort  has  been  calculated  to  show 
youth  in  revolt  against  chains;  faith  in  conflict  with 
force  and  self-deception;  love  in  anguish,  because 
torn  from  the  object  of  its  hunger;  devotion  hurl- 
ing defiance  at  death;  tragedy  standing  mute  in  face 
of  untold  woe;  prejudice  succumbing  to  the  charm 
of  generosity;  villainy  rushing  to  its  doom;  misery 
idealized;  principle  glorified. 

Heney  Iliowizi. 


FIRST  CHAPTER. 

The  Haunted  Villa. 

It  was  the  eve  of  the  autumnal  fair  of  Samara, 
the  capital  which,  like  the  province  it  represents, 
derives  its  name  from  the  river  it  sees  commingling 
its  waters  with  the  tide  of  the  mighty  Volga.  The 
sun  had  gone  down  like  a  wheel  of  glowing  fire, 
and  with  twilight  a  gray  fog  crawled  up  from  the 
watery  expanse  of  the  joined  streams,  with  a  strong 
tendency  to  thicken,  until  one  thing  could  not  be 
discerned  from  another,  and  light  seemed  but  to 
make  the  darkness  palpable.  People  looked  for 
shelter  from  the  dampness;  shutters  were  closed, 
awnings  dropped,  rooms  brightened  up,  but  every 
glimmer  of  light  looked  through  the  fog  as  lurid 
as  a  flame  seen  through  a  mass  of  smoke.  Those 
who  had  to  attend  to  important  business  had  re- 
course to  lanterns,  others  groped  their  way  blindly 
through  the  fog,  but  before  the  first  hour  of  the 
evening  had  passed,  an  unusual  quiet  pervaded  the 
entire  city,  extending  to  the  wharves  where  numer- 
ous vessels  had  dropped  anchor,  awaiting  their 
chance  to  unload  wares  intended  for  the  market. 

II 
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The  only  sign  of  life  among  the  craft  was  the  low- 
ering of  a  boat  from  a  small  steamer  further  out 
on  the  tide  of  the  Volga.  Without  a  light  a  tall 
figure  descended  into  the  boat  held  by  two  oars- 
men. As  soon  as  the  boat  touched  the  bank  an- 
other tall  figure  stretched  forth  an  eager  hand  to 
the  one  on  the  point  of  landing,  both  vanishing  in 
the  dark,  while  the  oarsmen  returned  with  the  least 
possible  noise,  as  though  their  oars  were  mufHed. 

"Was  he  there  to  receive  him?"  asked  a  nervous 
feminine  voice  on  deck  in  a  whisper. 

"It  was  himself,  Madam,  I  am  positive, — a  very 
tall  figure,"  answered  one  of  the  oarsmen,  and  the 
woman  retired  to  the  cabin  evidently  satisfied.  A 
few  words  passed  between  her  and  several  men  who 
shared  her  feelings  of  anxiety,  and  then  followed 
perfect  silence,  the  men  resuming  their  seats  either 
smoking  or  dozing,  the  woman  retiring  to  her 
cabin  with  a  deep  sigh. 

One  of  those  two  stalwart  figures  it  was  whose 
appearance  the  next  day  in  the  streets  of  Samara 
attracted  more  notice  than  the  man  was  anxious  to 
receive.  He  was  of  that  type  which  rarely  fails  to 
catch  the  eye,  and  his  Occidental  garb  served  but 
to  emphasize  his  Oriental  cast  of  countenance. 
Apparently  a  man  of  forty,  his  grave  looks  sug- 
gested a  greater  age.  This  impression  was  deep- 
ened by  long  eyebrows  overshadowing  a  pair  of 
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black  eyes  from  which  the  fire  of  youth  had  not 
departed.  The  man's  bearing  reminded  one  of  the 
tragedian  on  the  stage.  His  look  forced  others  to 
turn  away  their  eyes  the  moment  they  met  his. 
The  fact  is  that  nobody  appeared  sufficiently  in- 
different to  let  the  stranger  pass  without  casting  a 
curious  glance  at  his  dignified  personality  adorned 
by  a  large  beard;  in  all,  a  figure  Samara  remem- 
bered to  have  seen  before. 

The  curiosity  of  the  police,  however,  went  a  little 
farther  than  that  of  the  public.  Among  Russian 
provinces  Samara  boasts  of  a  population  most 
varied  as  to  race  and  creed.  Catherine  the  Second 
encouraged  Germans  to  form  colonies  here  by 
especial  privileges  granted  them,  thus  adding  many 
shades  of  Christianity,  from  Catholicism  to  Unitar- 
ianism,  to  the  various  creeds  held  by  the  Tartar 
and  the  Buddhist.  For  not  only  do  the  Bashkir, 
the  Kirghize,  the  Kalmuck  and  the  Circassian  wor- 
ship unmolested  at  their  respective  shrines,  but  the 
Grand  Lama  idolatry  is  as  unhindered  as  the  prac- 
tice of  the  Greek-Catholic  Church,  which  is  Rus- 
sia's national  faith.  The  only  religion  for  which 
Samara  has  no  room  is  the  Jewish.  The  Govern- 
ment commends  relaxation  in  the  matter  of  pass- 
port inspection  during  fairs;  but  the  suspicion  that 
the  unknown  stranger  might  be  an  Israelite  caused 
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the  orthodox  ispravnik  to  take  note  of  his  presence, 
and  a  spy  was  detailed  to  shadow  him. 

"Watch  me  that  sleek  dog,  Bazil.  The  canaille 
has  nothing  for  sale  that  I  know  of,  and  looks  too 
Hebraic  to  deceive  me.  A  sly  son  of  Jerusalem, 
to  be  sure,  and  the  devil  take  me  if  he  is  not  the 
very  image  of  our  Archierey.  Jesus,  what  a  resem- 
blance! A  fat  goose,  Bazil,  a  fat  goose,  if  a  Jew. 
What  dost  thou  take  him  for,  Bazil?"  asked  the 
police  official,  somewhat  doubtful  after  all  as  to 
his  analysis. 

"Well,  if  all  the  Hebrews  should  look  like  him 
they  would  be  a  mighty  fine  lot;  I  would  as  soon 
take  him  for  a  Turk  as  for  a  Jew,"  replied  the  spy. 

"Hang  the  Turk  and  the  Jew,  both;  we  must 
have  particulars  about  that  fellow  whoever  he  be; 
track  him,  but  be  no  clown  in  the  chase,  Bazil,  dost 
thou  hear?"  said  the  ispravnik  and  went  his  way. 

Bazil  took  the  order,  and  the  problematic 
stranger  was  henceforth  under  the  Argus-eyed 
vigilance  of  Samara's  police. 

It  was  again  after  sunset.  The  weather  had  been 
sultry,  and  interfered  with  the  transactions  of  the 
first  market  day.  Long  lines  of  rustic  teams 
crowded  the  highways  out  of  the  city,  while  every 
tavern  had  its  throng  of  pleasure-seekers.  The 
long  rows  of  booths  had  their  awnings  lowered, 
and  the  last  of  the  tardy  mujiks  made  haste  to 


The  Haunted  Villa  ly 

overtake  their  quicker  neighbors  on  their  way 
home,  when  the  stranger  once  more  emerged,  no- 
body could  say  whence,  and  with  all  the  stoic  self- 
consciousness  of  a  man  who  knew  his  importance, 
strode  leisurely  along  the  main  street  of  Samara, 
apparently  unconcerned  as  to  things  about  him. 
Turning  abruptly  around  a  corner,  the  man  dis- 
appeared in  a  confusion  of  lanes  hedged  in  by 
fences,  trees  and  weeds,  this  time  followed  by  a 
watchful  eye.  The  agent  of  the  secret  service  was 
at  hand,  and  he  shadowed  the  object  of  his  charge 
as  closely  as  he  thought  prudent.  Presently,  the 
unknown  stopped  long  enough  to  knock  at  the 
gate  of  a  convent  and,  without  waiting  for  an  an- 
swer, proceeded,  as  though  sure  that  his  signal 
was  understood.  His  assumption  was  correct.  At 
the  corner  of  the  enclosure,  which  hid  the  building 
from  view,  loomed  up  two  monks,  with  hoods 
pulled  over  their  faces.  Not  a  word  was  spoken. 
Surprise  followed  surprise.  From  another  by-way, 
shaded  by  a  grove,  issued  several  other  monks  so 
closely  hooded  that  it  was  impossible  to  identify 
them.  One  of  them  held  a  valise;  another  one  car- 
ried something  which  looked  like  a  casket. 

*'Will  he  be  there  to-night?"  spoke  the  stranger. 

"Unless  prevented,  he  is  there  already,"  whis- 
pered one  of  the  monks. 

Bazil  counted  nine  persons.    As  twilight  deep- 
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ened  he  dogged  them  cautiously,  but  stood  horror- 
stricken  on  seeing  the  inscrutable  band  proceed 
toward  the  dreaded  habitation  which  all  Samara 
shunned  as  the  "Haunted  Villa."  Might  not  the 
monks  be  conspirators,  or  counterfeiters  in  dis- 
guise? Such  folk  assume  any  appearance,  and 
rather  fear  daylight  and  the  law  than  darkness  and 
the  evil  one. 

A  rap  at  the  door  caused  it  to  be  opened.  There 
was  someone  within  already.  "The  Archierey 
here?"  The  answer  came:  "Here,"  and  all  was 
silent.  The  door  closed  and  outside  it  night  ruled 
supreme.  The  minion  of  espionage  neither  heard 
the  question  nor  the  answer;  what  he  noticed  was 
that  the  desperate  characters — and  what  else  could 
he  have  taken  them  for? — vanished,  as  though 
swallowed  by  the  earth,  or  dissolved  in  the  air.  He 
was  not  at  all  sure  that  a  door  had  been  opened 
to  admit  them,  and  he  felt  a  shudder  run  through 
his  frame.  It  was  not  a  pleasant  task  to  carry  out, 
nor  one  to  be  abandoned.  The  ispravnik's  warning 
rung  in  his  ear:  "Be  no  clown  in  the  chase,  Bazil, 
dost  thou  hear?" 

The  Haunted  Villa  was  for  many  years  spoken 
of  as  the  estate  of  the  evil  one.  Situated  beyond 
the  outskirts  of  the  city,  hidden  by  an  enclosure  of 
high  walls,  and  shaded  by  the  trees  of  a  majestic 
grove,  which  rose  over  a  jungle  of  rampant  weeds 
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and  trailing  ivies  produced  by  the  neglect  of  years, 
the  quaint,  sequestered  dwelling  looked  not  unlike 
a  deserted  castle.  The  mystery  hanging  over  it 
caused  the  superstitious  populace  to  shun  the  whole 
region.  From  the  Archierey  to  the  Governor  there 
was  an  agreement  of  view  that  there  was  something 
wrong  about  the  Villa.  With  the  mass  of  the 
people  it  was  a  settled  matter  that  the  whilom  home 
of  the  opulent  Herr  Schwartz,  an  immigrant  from 
Wurtemberg,  had  become  the  court  of  His  Satanic 
Majesty,  and  a  cycle  of  blood-curdHng  stories  was 
circulated  to  account  for  the  change  of  ownership. 
The  latest  tale  was  told  by  the  juvenile  guide  of  a 
blind  beggar  whom  the  boy  led  from  village  to 
village.  Mistaking  the  dreaded  Villa  for  an  ordi- 
nary farm,  it  being  eve,  the  boy  knocked  for  ad- 
mission. The  gate  was  opened  by  a  dazzling  white 
maiden  soaring  on  wings,  and  laughing  convul- 
sively. A  flock  of  her  like  soon  appeared  on  the 
scene,  linking  their  dainty  hands  so  as  to  form  a 
circle,  and  dancing  with  great  laughter  around  the 
horrified  beggar  and  his  youthful  guide.  The  sign 
of  the  cross  put  a  stop  to  the  fun  of  the  russalkas, 
or  wood-nymphs,  who  are  known  to  amuse  them- 
selves by  luring  unsophisticated  mujiks  into 
swamps  to  smother  them  in  the  mire,  with  the 
accompaniment  of  dance  and  laughter. 

Herr  Schwartz  had  a  different  story.     It  was 
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either  the  devil  or  a  company  of  ghosts  who  had 
inflicted  on  him  a  variety  of  unbearable  vexations. 
Night  after  night  unearthly  sounds  were  heard, 
such  as  the  blowing  of  demoniac  horns,  coupled 
with  hellish  laughter,  shrieking  and  puffing,  as  if 
wind  blasts  came  from  invisible  bellows,  and  such 
rattling  and  gurgling  as  are  usually  heard  in  the 
throats  of  the  dying.  Locked  doors  sprang  open; 
beds  were  hurled  from  wall  to  wall;  blankets  were 
pulled  down  from  frightened  sleepers;  black  coffins 
were  seen  gliding  through  the  air,  with  hideous 
skeletons  grinning  therein,  and  heart-chilling 
groans  and  hisses  terrified  the  family,  who  were 
thus  compelled  to  vacate  the  valuable  dwelling. 
Such  was  the  testimony  of  the  parties  most  inter- 
ested, who  lamented  their  misfortune.  The  Archie- 
rey Isaieff  was  appealed  to  for  ghostly  assistance, 
and  out  of  regard  for  the  respected  proprietor,  he 
undertook  the  important  business  of  dispossessing 
the  evil  company  of  the  beautiful  Villa.  Apparelled 
in  his  canonicals,  and  assisted  by  an  attendance  of 
priests,  he,  crucifix  in  hand,  proceeded  to  the  sound 
of  sacred  hymns,  in  an  atmosphere  saturated  with 
the  fumes  of  swinging  censers  borne  by  his  attend- 
ants through  the  Villa,  submitting  it  to  a  thorough 
fumigation  and  a  liberal  sprinkling  of  holy  water. 
Still  the  evil  powers  persisted  in  holding  their 
usurped  habitation  and,  as  though  to  revenge  the 
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attempt  at  their  eviction,  redoubled  their  fiendish 
tricks,  rendering  it  impossible  for  any  human  being 
to  stay  therein.  For  no  sooner  was  the  holy  pro- 
cession over,  and  the  priests  gone,  than  a  porten- 
tous convulsion  shook  the  house  from  top  to  bot- 
tom. Pictures  dropped  from  the  walls.  Every- 
thing seemed  as  though  animated  by  a  demon,  a 
howling  wind  sweeping  through  the  apartments 
and  paralyzing  the  inmates  with  fear.  If  anyone 
had  the  least  doubts  about  the  reality  of  those 
supernatural  phenomena,  all  he  had  to  do  was  to 
have  a  talk  about  it  with  Herr  Schwartz,  who  was 
too  kind  a  man  to  withhold  any  information  in 
which  the  public  took  an  interest.  The  country 
seat  was,  therefore,  vacated,  and  the  key  was 
entrusted  to  the  Archierey,  who  was  naturally 
thought  the  fittest  person  to  deal  with  the  evil 
spirit.  An  attempt  was  made  to  dispose  of  the 
house  by  sale,  but  nobody  dreamed  of  buying  what 
was  hereafter  unanimously  tabooed  as  the  "Devil's 
Home." 

This  had  happened  some  time  previous  to  the  in- 
cident narrated  above,  since  which  time  things  had 
changed  from  bad  to  worse,  the  demons  having  it 
all  their  own  way,  in  sheer  defiance  of  the  priest 
and  of  the  police. 

It  was  shortly  after  the  desertion  of  the  Villa  by 
Herr  Schwartz  that  a  jolly  new-comer  to  Samara 
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laughed  the  whole  affair  to  scorn,  and  proposed  to 
break  the  spell  which  rested  on  the  haunted  build- 
ing. He  was  a  student  of  courage  and  a  power- 
ful constitution,  and  entirely  convinced  of  his 
ability  to  explode  the  whole  mystery  as  a  supersti- 
tious fancy.  Arming  himself  cap-a-pie,  he  left  his 
friends  to  spend  the  night  at  the  "Devil's  Home," 
praying  to  be  favored  therein  with  the  attention  of 
some  enchanting  russalka.  As  he  did  not  return 
the  following  morning,  a  search  was  instituted. 
The  brave  fellow  was  found  before  the  gate  of  the 
dark  retreat,  pulled  up  by  a  rope  fastened  to  a  peg 
several  feet  above  the  ground,  his  hands  pinioned, 
his  feet  tied  together,  while  his  jaws  were  separated 
by  a  gag.  He  was  faint  and  stripped  of  his  gar- 
ments, his  back  showing  the  marks  of  a  rod  that 
had  been  wickedly  applied.  His  tale  was  short. 
He  had  knocked  at  the  gate;  no  russalka  was  at 
hand  to  welcome  him.  Having  heard  some  weird 
noise,  he  climbed  upon  the  wall  to  get  a  look  at 
the  inside  of  the  enclosure.  Four  black  shapes 
cropped  up  from  the  ground,  pulled  him  down  from 
his  perch,  subjected  him  to  the  treatment  which  his 
body  plainly  showed,  leaving  him  where  he  was 
found,  a  weaker  but  a  wiser  man. 

This  experience  and  many  others  crowded  on 
Bazil's  mind  as  he  laid  a  nervous  ear  against  the 
wall  in  expectation  of  catching  a  suggestive  sound. 
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To  be  sure  there  was  a  murmur  issuing  from  with- 
in, notes  as  mysterious  as  though  they  came  from 
another  world.  Drawing  a  flask  of  vodka  from  his 
pocket,  Bazil  inspirited  himself  by  a  liberal  draught, 
summoned  all  his  reserve  courage,  and  noiselessly 
climbed  a  tree  which  stood  near  the  massive  wall 
whence  he  surveyed  the  interior  of  the  court-yard, 
hoping  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  what  it  might  be  good 
for  him  to  know.  He  looked  on  a  space  veiled  in 
unbroken  darkness  and,  except  the  unaccountable 
murmur,  which  broke  the  silence  at  regular  inter- 
vals, nothing  indicated  ordinary  life.  His  eye  dis- 
cerned, however,  a  stray  beam  of  light,  which  issued 
from  one  of  the  rooms,  although  its  shutters  were 
carefully  closed.  Something  forbidden  was  surely 
going  on  within;  the  voices  rang  as  of  men  who 
responded  in  chorus,  but  the  effect  the  responses 
produced  on  the  spy  was  a  shuddering  sensation. 
Stranger  sounds  Bazil  had  never  heard.  But  since 
nothing  disturbed  him  on  the  tree,  why  not  ap- 
proach the  illumined  room?  Obeying  this  impulse, 
the  emboldened  poHceman  swung  himself  with 
great  dexterity  and  caution  down  on  the  wall,  and 
a  moment  later  found  himself  within  the  enclosure, 
an  unsheathed  sword  in  his  hand.  He  drew  near 
the  window  whence  the  feeble  ray  of  light  shone 
through  a  chink,  and  gazed  on  a  scene  which  filled 
him  with  awe  and  wonder.     Could  it  be  reahty? 
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The  performance  was  odd  enough  to  astonish  any- 
one, and  the  nature  of  the  performers  could  not  but 
add  to  his  astonishment.  At  first  Bazil  would  not 
believe  his  eyes,  but  he  could  not  help  seeing  that 
the  Archierey  of  Samara,  that  is  the  highest  church 
dignitary  of  the  province,  was  there  amidst  many 
monks,  beside  Herr  Schwartz  and  the  problematic 
stranger,  all  engaged  in  the  enactment  of  a  mum- 
mery. They  all  wore  black  velvet  caps,  had  white 
shawls  striped  with  blue,  and  fringed  at  both  ends, 
around  their  necks,  and  their  eyes  were  intently 
fixed  on  the  purport  of  an  open  book  each  one 
held  in  hand.  On  one  of  the  walls,  engraved  on 
two  tablets,  Bazil  counted  ten  mystic  lines.  The 
tablets  were  suspended  over  the  casket  the  spy  had 
seen  one  of  the  monks  carry  along.  It  was  the 
Archierey  himself  who  was  prominent  in  the  singu- 
lar performance,  the  others  responding  in  concert. 
At  a  sign  all  turned  toward  the  tablets,  leaping  and 
murmuring,  as  a  dancing  class  directed  by  a  master 
would.  Next  the  door  of  the  casket  was  opened 
with  great  ceremony,  a  double  scroll  of  parchment 
carefully  wrapped  was  brought  forth;  it  was  rever- 
entially unrolled,  and  therein  the  stranger  read,  the 
others  crowding  around  him,  their  eyes  centred  on 
the  lines  written  therein.  The  affair  culminated 
in  a  feature  which  frightened  Bazil  out  of  his  wits. 
This  was  too  much  for  a  surprise.     Immediately 
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after  the  reading  of  the  scroll,  it  was  dressed  and 
returned  to  the  casket  out  of  which  the  Archierey 
took  a  queer  looking  horn  wherewith  he  blew  such 
an  appalling  blast  as  caused  Bazil  to  stagger  back- 
ward in  affright.  What  did  it  all  mean?  The 
mummery  did  not  exactly  look  like  a  conspiracy, 
and  the  Russian  stood  mystified  as  to  the  object 
of  its  secrecy.  "Either  the  devil  is  funny,  or  some 
folk  are  crazy,  or  Bazil  is  out  of  his  senses.  I  shall 
report  what  I  have  seen;  let  them  call  me  an  ass," 
concluded  the  man,  speaking  above  a  whisper  to 
himself,  and  sheathing  his  sword  with  the  inten- 
tion of  retreating  Betrayed  by  his  voice,  the 
heroic  Bazil  felt  an  iron  grasp  close  around  his 
neck,  while  two  hands  of  steel  laid  hold  of  his  feet. 
His  next  posture  was  too  familiar  to  him  to  be 
misunderstood.  Stretched  flat  on  his  stomach,  he 
knew  what  the  sequel  would  be.  The  light  in  the 
house  was  out  in  answer  to  a  clapping  of  hands, 
followed  by  a  slamming  of  doors  and  a  hasty  re- 
treat. Bazil  had  no  time  to  make  further  obser- 
vations. A  handful  of  dirt  found  its  way  into  his 
mouth;  his  arms  were  twisted  behind  him  and  pin- 
ioned. The  next  treatment  was  a  bastinado  so 
thoroughly  administered  that  it  took  him  some 
time  to  recover  from  his  stupor.  Day  found  him 
outside  the  enclosure  in  a  most  humiliating  con- 
dition.    It  was  no  use  to  swear  at  the  devil;  the 
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problem  to  be  solved  was  how  to  disentangle  one's 
limbs  from  the  vile  fetters? 

Of  course,  Bazil  did  not  report  promptly,  and 
his  superior,  suspecting  that  something  was  wrong, 
detailed  men  to  ascertain  his  whereabouts.  Unfor- 
tunately, nobody  had  a  thought  of  the  Devil's 
Home,  until  Bazil,  after  superhuman  efforts,  suc- 
ceeded in  freeing  his  limbs  and  turned  up,  but  in 
what  a  plight!  His  appearance  and  his  body  bore 
ample  evidence  that  the  devil  had  been  at  him,  and 
the  ispravnik  had  no  doubt  about  it. 

It  was  impossible  to  suppress  the  untoward  oc- 
currence; the  news  of  Bazil's  misadventure  spread 
somehow,  and  there  was  shrugging  of  shoulders, 
laughter,  talk  and  wonderment  throughout  the  city 
of  Samara.  The  poor  fellow  had  scarcely  the  cour- 
age to  report  what  he  had  seen,  lest  he  become 
the  laughing  stock  of  his  comrades.  Duty  required 
him,  however,  to  give  a  full  account  of  his  adven- 
ture. When  he  wound  up  his  story  by  assuring  his 
chief  that  he  had  seen  Herr  Schwartz,  the  Arch- 
ierey, the  stranger,  and  a  number  of  monks  in  the 
unblessed  Villa,  wearing  velvet  scull  caps  and  cu- 
rious shawls,  dancing  in  concert,  reading  from  a 
parchment  scroll,  and  finally  blowing  such  a  de- 
moniac horn  as  living  man  never  heard  before,  the 
ispravnik  could  riot  suppress  his  laughter. 

"You  had  better  tell  me  that  you  saw  the  Arch- 
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ierey  ride  a  two-headed  gander,  a  five-tailed  goat, 
or  a  broomstick,  and  you  might  be  believed, 
for  we  have  more  fools  than  pigs  in  this  city;  but 
by  Saint  Elia,  stop  telling  those  blasphemous  fool- 
eries to  sane  man,  lest  the  Samarians  say  the  devil 
had  made  of  thee  a  braying  jackass,"  was  the  chief's 
advice,  who  would  not  have  the  people  amused  at 
the  cost  of  his  men. 

But  the  matter  was  not  dropped.  The  doomed 
Villa  roused  the  suspicion  of  the  Governor  who, 
accompanied  by  a  squad  of  police  and  the  ispravnik, 
overhauled  the  obnoxious  building  and  had  it 
searched  thoroughly,  without  a  trace  being  found 
therein  to  furnish  a  clue  to  any  natural  transaction. 
Everything  looked  as  though  no  human  foot  had 
disturbed  the  ghostly  quiet  of  the  house  for  years, 
its  walls  and  pathways  being  overgrown  with  moss, 
weeds  and  ivy.  *T  will  have  a  regular  force  put  up 
to  watch  the  approaches  of  this  property,  which  is 
haunted  by  a  band  of  desperate  malefactors,"  said 
the  Governor  earnestly.  *T  have  my  thought  about 
the  sort  of  devil  that  haunts  it." 

"Yes,  and  they  will  put  salt  on  the  devil's  tail," 
observed  the  ispravnik  to  those  around  him  as  soon 
as  the  high  official  was  beyond  earshot. 

On  the  same  day  the  Archierey,  having  heard  of 
Bazil's  experience  in  the  deserted  Villa,  requested 
the  ispravnik  to  call  at  his  residence  to  inform  him 
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whether  all  he  had  heard  about  the  incident  was 
true. 

"That  is  very  strange — passing  strange.  You 
have  doubtless  looked  up  that  mysterious  man  of 
whom  the  people  talk  as  a  veritable  Goliath;  what 
is  his  business  hereabout?"  inquired  the  Archierey, 
after  Bazil's  condition  had  been  described  to  him. 

"He  is  in  the  devil's  business,  one  should  think, 
your  Eminence;  but  I  had  him  traced  to  a  room  he 
had  engaged  before  the  fair.  Except  the  clothing 
he  wore,  the  rogue  had  nothing  with  him.  In  his 
passport  his  name  is  Nehemia  Rubowitch,  which 
smells  Jewish,  does  it  not?  He  did  not  reclaim 
his  papers,  but  melted  Hke  an  apparition.  During 
his  short  stay  in  the  inn  he  neither  asked  for  food 
nor  for  drink,  spoke  to  no  one,  and  left  his  apart- 
ment but  twice,  that  is  before  sunrise,  and  after 
sunset.  He  received  no  visitors,  no  letters,  and 
the  dvornik  (door-keeper),  when  questioned,  stated 
that  he  had  one  early  morning  seen  him  through 
the  keyhole  attired  in  a  shawl,  with  a  big  black 
bump  tied  to  his  forehead  by  means  of  leather 
straps.  He  had  his  eyes  closed,  while  his  lips 
moved.  Is  not  this  strange?  The  evening  on 
which  I  had  him  traced  to  the  Devil's  Home  a  man, 
looking  like  a  sailor,  appeared  at  the  inn  shortly 
before  midnight  to  pay  his  bill,  and  claim  a  dark 
sack  that  contained  a  striped  shawl,  two  black 
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bumps  tied  to  leather  straps,  and  a  book  which  the 
devil  alone  could  read.  Since  then,  we  have  lost 
all  trace  of  him,  your  Eminence,  and  I  have  an  idea 
that  the  rascal  is  a  master  of  the  black  art,"  said 
the  ispravnik. 

"That  is  not  the  Governor's  view  of  the  matter?" 
inquired  the  priest. 

"No;  the  Governor  looks  very  wise,  talks  of 
malefactors  and  all  sorts  of  things,  had  every  corner 
of  the  haunted  Villa  searched,  but  did  not  find  a 
dot  to  confirm  his  suspicion.  He  does  not  know 
all  about  it,  that  is  his  trouble.  Malefactors  enact 
no  mummeries.  Are  not  there  as  many  evil  powers 
as  there  are  good  spirits,  your  Eminence?  Of 
course,  I  am  no  scholar,  but  is  not  there  the  anti- 
christ to  be  feared?"  asked  the  chief  of  Samara's 
police,  intensely  interested. 

"There  are  evil  powers  in  the  air,  son,  of  which 
man  knows  little.  We  are  in  the  hands  of  the 
Supreme,  who  sends  his  ministers  to  guard  his 
faithful.  As  to  searching  the  Villa,  the  dwelling 
having  been  entrusted  to  our  care,  I  should  have 
preferred  the  Governor  to  leave  it  alone,  but  would 
not  refuse  him  the  key  when  he  asked  for  it.  No 
earthly  power  has  the  means  to  frustrate  the  de- 
signs of  the  evil-one.  The  Church  alone  is  author- 
ized to  deal  with  the  prince  of  darkness,  and  she  is 
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ready  to  protect  the  souls  of  her  votaries.  How  do 
the  people  generally  take  it?'* 

"The  people  dare  not  leave  their  houses  after 
nightfall,  lest  they  meet  that  stranger  who,  it  is 
believed,  is  the  wandering  Jew  who,  having 
offended  Christ,  was  cursed  to  roam  forever,  get- 
ting young  again  every  time  he  grows  a  hundred 
years  old.  Yes,  that  is  what  many  believe.  We 
have  the  antichrist  in  Samara,  and  some  think  it 
bodes  no  good  for  the  city.  Either  the  wandering 
Jew,  or  Satan,  or  a  magician,  that  is  what  I  take 
him  to  be,  your  Eminence,"  asserted  the  ispravnik 
unhesitatingly. 

"Would  not  the  police  grant  the  wandering  Jew 
a  night's  lodging,  were  he  to  ask  for  the  favor?" 
asked  the  priest  seriously. 

"No,  your  Eminence,  how  could  we,  it  being 
against  the  Czar's  law  to  harbor  a  Hebrew  in  any 
of  our  holy  cities?  It  were  well  if  the  police  could 
as  effectively  put  its  thumb  on  the  devil  and  his 
mates  as  it  did  on  the  Hebraic  pest  in  Samara.  The 
Governor  suggested  the  whip  as  the  best  remedy 
to  keep  those  vagrants  out  of  the  province.  Two 
of  them,  who  had  been  expelled,  and  who  returned, 
got  fifty  lashes  each,  and,  with  the  cuts  fresh  on 
their  backs,  were  sent  by  etape  to  where  the  Czar 
ordered  a  new  railway  built.     That  is  the  way  to 
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make  them  respect  the  law,"  cried  the  police 
official. 

"That  is  the  devil's  way  to  deal  with  those  he 
dislikes — Bazil  will  confirm  it.  The  law,  all  know, 
denies  the  Jew  domicile  in  Samara,  but  who  will 
say  that  it  authorizes  the  Governor  to  adopt  flog- 
ging as  a  measure  of  legal  punishment?  Christ 
forbids  cruelty,  and  the  Governor  should  act  as  a 
good  Christian,"  said  the  Archierey  warmly. 

"How  much  of  a  good  Christian  the  Governor 
is,  I  could  not  tell,  your  Eminence,  but  we  are  not 
enjoined  to  look  up  laws  concerning  Hebrews," 
returned  the  ispravnik.  "It  would  take  one's  whole 
time  to  read  them  all,  there  being  volumes  of  regu- 
lations and  restrictions  against  those  wandering 
tribes.  It  is  all  as  the  Governor  and  the  police 
order.  Being  a  thorough  Russian,  the  Governor 
cannot  endure  the  sight  of  a  Hebrew;  and  so  do  I, 
your  Eminence,  hate  the  hooked  nose  on  the  Jew- 
ish visage.  To  think  that  our  blessed  Savior  was 
born  among  those  vagabonds  makes  one  regret  it. 
Good  Lord,  why  was  not  our  Redeemer  born  of  a 
Russian  virgin?  Of  course,  I  am  not  a  scholar,  but 
this  must  puzzle  every  good  Christian,"  maintained 
the  ispravnik  with  candor. 

"As  matters  stand,  you  beat  the  Jew,  but  the 
devil  beats  you,"  said  the  holy  man  with  a  forced 
smile,  disinclined  to  discuss  police  theology. 
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"J"st  so,  your  Eminence,  we  keep  off  the  He- 
braic plague,  in  a  measure,  but  the  police  does  not 
like  to  be  beaten  by  the  evil-one  any  more  than  to 
be  outwitted  by  that  homeless  host.  I  do  not  like 
the  incident  of  the  haunted  Villa,  your  Eminence; 
no,  not  at  all.  There  is  something  foul  in  the  air 
about  it,  something  to  set  one  thinking,"  confessed 
the  ispravnik. 

"Neither  does  Bazil  enjoy  it  when  he  thinks  of 
it,"  observed  the  Archierey  in  a  humorous  vein." 

"Enjoy  it!  Your  Eminence  would  find  it  hard  to 
look  serious  on  hearing  the  confused  fellow  tell  his 
experience,"  continued  the  chief.  "Why,  it  is  side- 
splitting, and  I  had  to  warn  him  to  breathe  no 
word  of  it  beyond  my  ofBce,  for  fear  of  making 
himself,  the  police  force,  and  his  superiors,  ridicu- 
lous. Even  the  Governor  had  to  be  satisfied  with 
much  less  than  I  could  have  told  him,  and  I  warned 
Bazil  to  suppress  certain  things.  What  is  the  use 
of  rehearsing  the  stupidities  of  a  man  who  talks 
as  one  in  fever?" 

"Bazil  had  been  within  the  Villa's  enclosure  and 
had  seen  weird  things;  how  many  of  the  unknown 
figures  did  he  count?"  inquired  the  Archierey. 

"Thirteen  in  all,  including  your  Eminence,"  was 
the  answer  given  with  a  twinkle  in  the  left  eye. 
The  Archierey  rose  to  his  feet  with  his  eyes  opened 
wide,  and,  looking  straight  into  the  eyes  of  the 
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ispravnik,  he  cried:  "Did  you  say,  including  my- 
self?" 

"Ay,  including  your  Eminence;  and  here  is  the 
joke.  Not  less  a  personality  than  the  famous 
Archierey  of  Samara  has  been  seen  at  the  haunted 
Villa,  robed  in  a  white  shawl  of  many  stripes  and 
fringes,  wearing  a  little  velvet  cap,  reading  with 
others  from  a  parchment  scroll,  jumping  and  mur- 
muring in  the  performance  of  a  crazy,  mummery, 
and  finally  blowing  an  appalling  horn  as  horrible  as 
the  trump  which  will  ring  on  Doomsday,"  he 
wound  up  vividly. 

The  priest  followed  up  the  description  with  a 
roar  of  laughter,  in  which  the  ispravnik  joined,  ob- 
serving that  but  for  the  evidence  of  Bazil's  body, 
and  the  disappearance  of  the  problematic  stranger, 
he  were  inclined  to  doubt  the  whole  story.  There 
must  be  something  at  the  bottom  of  a  mystery, 
however,  which  had  striking  proofs  to  sustain  it. 
"This  induced  Governor  Golovkin  to  suspect 
that  the  Villa  is  haunted  by  a  band  of  daring  male- 
factors, perchance  counterfeiters,  or  nihilists — yes, 
nihilists,  and  the  police  is  to  have  a  vigilant  eye  on 
that  house,"  said  the  ispravnik. 

The  Archierey,  who  had  resumed  his  seat,  rose 
again,  this  time  to  dismiss  the  local  chief  of  police, 
and  casually  remarked,  that  great  bazaars  must 
entail  much  work  on  the  clerks  of  the  ispravnik's 
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office.  "There  must  be  a  great  variety  of  suspected 
individuals  to  be  watched,"  added  he. 

"Yes,  your  Eminence,  thousands  of  passports 
have  to  be  scanned,  especially  such  as  bear  Hebraic 
names,"  concurred  the  chief.  "If  we  are  somewhat 
lenient  during  fairs  it  is  because  we  are  over- 
whelmed with  work,  although  extra  men  are  called 
in  to  reinforce  those  who  are  sufficient  for  our 
ordinary  responsibilities.  No  joke  to  know  who 
is  who  in  such  enormous  crowds  as  leave  no  stable 
unused  in  this  city,  man  and  beast  passing  the 
nights  next  to  one  another;  that  is  the  reason  why 
we  are  lenient." 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  that  the  police  dares  to  be 
lenient  with  Jews  against  the  order  of  the  Gover- 
nor who  enjoins  stringency?"  asked  the  Archierey. 

"Lenient  with  Jews,  your  Eminence?  What 
orthodox  Christian  can  be  lenient  with  tribes  who 
crucified  the  world's  compassionate  Saviour,  when 
the  sun  darkened,  and  drops  of  blood  came  down  in 
a  shower  from  an  unclouded  sky?  Do  I  not  know 
a  little  about  it?  To  be  sure,  I  am  no  scholar,  but 
I  have  been  taught  my  share  of  our  faith,  have  often 
listened  to  the  exhortations  of  your  Eminence,  and 
believed  everything.  Who  could  do  otherwise? 
But  nothing  on  earth  that  creeps  or  climbs  I  de- 
test more  than  the  Jew^s.  They  are  cursed  for- 
ever to  wander  until  they  crawl  before  the  cross; 
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that  has  to  come,  and  we  Christians  must  help  them 
to  it  by  giving  them  no  peace.  Your  Eminence 
feels  the  same,  I  am  sure.  The  American  slave- 
owner has  trained  bloodhounds,  they  say,  to  ferret 
out  fugitive  slaves;  we  ought  to  have  that  kind  of 
beast  to  scent  out  Jew-flesh.  Much  as  one  despises 
the  Jew,  who  can  smell  him?  Some  of  them  have 
hooked  noses,  it  is  true,  but  then  others  look  ex- 
actly like  other  folkj^  bear  Christian  names*,  and  the 
devil  may  find  them  out!  I  have  seen  some  of 
them  who  look  like  nobles,  and  speak  Russian, 
French,  and  German.  General  Stcherbikow  fell 
desperately  in  love  with  a  young  Jewess  whose  like, 
he  said,  was  not  to  be  found  in  the  world;  but  she 
would  not  have  him,  unless  he  became  a  Jew.  That 
is  the  way  they  look  at  us  Christians.  Why,  what 
is  clean  enough  for  the  Czar's  table  is  not  clean 
enough  to  feed  a  starving  Jew;  is  not  this  provok- 
ing? To  persecute  the  Jew  is  a  religious  obliga- 
tion, your  Eminence;  that  is  why  it  were  a  good 
idea  to  brand  each  Hebrew  with  a  mark  on  his 
forehead,  so  that  the  police  could  find  him  without 
difficulty.  It  will  come  so  far,  in  Russia,  we  being 
the  truest  Christians  on  earth.  The  Czarina*  will 
not  review  a  regiment  until  those  of  Jewish  blood 
are  ordered  out  of    its    ranks,    and    the  Czarina 

•  That  was  true  of  the  Czarina  of  Ale^atider  III. 
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is  of  the  true  faith;  is  not  that  the  right  way  of 
treating  Christ-killers?''  said  the  chief. 

"If  you  have  heard  me  preach  to  the  people,  you 
know  my  sentiments  as  to  the  treatment  man  owes 
to  man,  whoever  he  be.  The  Czarina  means  to  be 
a  good  Christian,  and  that  is  enough,"  replied  the 
priest,  a  twitch  of  pain  passing  over  his  lips.  The 
man  was  unprepared  for  the  turn  the  conversation 
took. 

"Yes,  we  all  mean  to  be  good  Christians,  and  I 
am  not  the  worst  of  them,"  resumed  the  ispravnik,* 
anxious  to  prove  his  claim  to  orthodoxy.  "I  have 
read  in  a  book  that  pious  Christian  kings  used  to 
mark  their  Hebraic  slaves  by  some  colored  patch, 
or  odd  headgear,  or  strange  gaberdine,  so  that 
everyone  should  know  the  pestilent  Jew  from  other 
folks;  but  the  world  is  growing  more  and  more 
antichristian,  your  Eminence.  My  German  friend, 
Schwerin,  thinks  there  ought  to  be  a  general  rising 
against  the  Semitic  tribes,  who  grow  rich  and  very 
dangerous.  Schwerin  says  that  every  Hebrew  is 
an  enemy  of  the  state,  that  he  hates  the  Christians 
because  they  eat  pork  and  worship  the  Savior,  and 
prays  to  be  restored  to  Jerusalem.  They  crucified 
our  God,  and  should  we  not  avenge  his  precious 
blood?  We  have  time  and  again  engaged  the 
despicable  Turk  in  deadly  war;  is  not  the  Jew  a 
greater  enemy  of  the  orthodox  Church?     Surely 
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the  Czar  knows  what  he  is  doing,  and  that  is  why 
the  Hebraic  locusts  are  to  be  exterminated."  as- 
serted the  ispravnik  with  a  waste  of  energy. 

"Your  faith  does  credit  to  your  teacher,  but  God 
has  not  chosen  the  Jews  to  be  his  people  that  the 
Christians  may  exterminate  th^m,  son.  You  are 
misinformed  when  you  believe  that  the  Israelites 
crucified  Christ.  A  Roman,  Pontius  Pilatus,  had 
the  fearful  misdeed  committed.  Furthermore,  had 
the  ancient  Jews  been  guilty  of  the  crime,  their 
descendants  could  not  be  justly  held  responsible 
for  the  sin  of  their  forefathers,  who  lived  so  long 
ago.  As  to  your  friend,  Schwerin,  he  is  open  to 
the  charge  of  defying  the  Czar's  law  by  instigating 
a  rising  against  His  Majesty's  Hebraic  subjects, 
who  cannot  be  blamed  for  being  born  Jews  any 
more  that  the  Christian  can  be  praised  for  having 
undergone  baptism  as  an  infant.  Providence  rules 
above  and  below — it  is  not  we.  I  am  safe  in  saying 
that  the  Czar  would  treat  the  ringleaders  of  such 
a  rising  as  Schwerin  speaks  of  as  transgressors  of 
the  law,  criminals  against  the  Government,"  firmly 
asserted  the  Archierey. 

"That  is  true,  your  Eminence,  the  Czar's  law 
must  not  be  broken;  but  as  regards  the  Jews,  it  is 
a  question  of  self-defence.  Schwerin  is  a  learned 
man  and  he  says  that  the  Jews  will  gradually  en- 
slave the  Christians,  having  by  all  sorts  of  schemes 
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appropriated  scores  of  great  estates.  He  foretells 
an  anti-Semitic  revolution  in  Germany,  France, 
and  Austria,  where  the  Hebrews  have  risen  above 
the  Christians  in  wealth  and  power.  They  live  in 
splendid  mansions,  ride  in  magnificent  carriages, 
hold  great  estates  under  mortgages,  manipulate 
politics,  and  threaten  to  subjugate  the  nobility  of 
the  lands.  Schwerin  grows  hot  when  he  thinks 
of  it,  that  is  all.  Who  can  blame  him?  In  Russia  it 
will  never  be  as  bad  as  that.  Our  State  and  Church 
watch  over  the  welfare  of  the  orthodox  Russian, 
your  Eminence;  that  is  the  reason  why  the  Jews 
are  kept  down  here.  They  crucified  our  God,  and 
shall  have  no  peace,"  closed  the  ispravnik  acrimon- 
iously. 

Here  the  Archierey  indicated  his  desire  to  be 
alone.  The  chief  of  police  inclined  his  head  to  kiss 
the  Bishop's  hand,  and  the  interview  was  over. 


SECOND  CHAPTER. 

A  Grave  Consultation. 

With  the  departure  of  the  ispravnik  serenity 
vanished  from  the  high  forehead  of  the  distin- 
guished church  dignitary.  Instead  of  resuming 
his  seat,  the  Archierey  paced  the  length  of  his 
library  up  and  down,  his  manner  betraying  an  agi- 
tation hard  to  suppress.  Stopping  before  a  window 
which  commanded  a  view  of  an  orchard,  he  ex- 
claimed in  passionate  grief,  "Great  God,  what  mad- 
ness possesses  this  world,  designed  to  be  an  Eden 
of  peace,  worship  and  felicity,  and  turned  by  human 
folly  into  a  bedlam  of  sin  and  sorrow!  Crucified 
our  God!  This  is  the  devil's  prevarication;  if  there 
be  a  connection  between  man's  crucifixion  and 
human  redemption,  the  sons  of  Judah  bear  the 
cross  of  untold  agony  in  his  name  whom  no  power 
can  crucify.  Yea,  and  Russia,  poor  martyred  Rus- 
sia is  being  daily  crucified.  Crucified  our  God! 
Reason  with  insanity!  What  chords  have  I  not 
touched  to  outreason  sophistry,  conquer  prejudice, 
enlighten  ignorance!  Vain  all  endeavor;  vain  work 
of  long,  long  years;  vain  the  hope  to  dethrone  dark- 

37 


38  The  Archierey  of  Samara 

ness;  vain,  vain  all  subtlety,  self-deceit — to  recon- 
cile the  Synagogue  with  the  Church,  Israel  with 
Edom!  Image-worship  is  the  curse;  the  ideal  is 
dead  in  Russia.  Under  the  iron  heel  thought  has 
no  scope,  no  future.  Give  manna  to  natures  de- 
graded, dehumanized!  Ah,  let  them  rave;  it  must 
be  so  willed  on  high  for  an  end  beyond  human  com- 
prehension. The  great  fact  of  the  moment  must 
be  faced.  My  brother,  my  brother  in  Samara.  Till 
now  a  sphinx.  What  brought  him  hither?  My 
family  having  rejected,  my  own,  my  dearest,  my 
sweetest  scorned  the  apostate — the  apostate!  De- 
spondency come  not  near  my  heart.  Thou  sainted, 
blessed  mother,  an  angel  among  the  angels,  thou 
knowest  well  the  soul,  the  anguish  of  thy  first- 
born, thy  ill-fated  Isaiah.  An.  apostate!  The 
Archierey  of  Samara  is  a  worshipper  of  the  Only 
One  who  bears  immensity  in  the  hollow  of  his 
hand. 

"Enough — my  brother  must  leave  to-night;  they 
traced  him  to  the  Villa,  and  will  trace  him  to  his 
hiding  place,  arrest  him,  torture  him,  involving  all 
of  us  in  ruin.  Yes,  the  Archierey  has  been  there — 
a  narrow  escape.  But  miracles  are  not  among  daily 
happenings.  Ay,  the  fateful  turning-point  is 
reached.  How  will  it  all  end?  However,  my 
brother  must  go  hence,  leaving  me  to  my  misery. 
Nehemia,  if  thy  secret  to  be  divulged  this  coming 
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eve  means  flight,  whithersoever  thou  shalt  advise 
me  to  flee,  at  whatever  risk,  the  Archierey  is  not 
unprepared.  Come  deliverance,  or  come  death  !'^, 
The  priest  folded  his  hands  tightly  as  he  closed 
his  grave  monologue,  and  his  eyes  rested  on  the 
paneled  wainscot  before  him.  The  carved  wood- 
work seemed  to  have  an  irresistible  fascination  for 
his  eye.  What  appeared  to  the  uninitiated  a  con- 
tinuous wall  was  really  the  enlarged  facing  of  a 
hidden  space  so  cunningly  built  in  that  its  existence 
would  have  escaped  the  eye  of  the  most  exper- 
ienced detective.  The  touch  of  a  knob  caused  a 
door  to  spring  open,  revealing  a  closet  which  con- 
tained a  variety  of  robes,  headgear,  jackboots,  and 
masks,  things  one  may  expect  to  see  behind  the 
scenes  of  a  theatre,  never  in  the  wardrobe  of  a 
bishop.  Before  the  open  closet  Isaieff  stood  mus- 
ing a  moment,  then,  as  if  reconsidering  a  previous 
purpose,  he  closed  the  door  of  the  capacious  re- 
ceptacle, took  a  chair  before  a  writing  desk,  penned 
a  note,  and  put  it  into  an  envelope  under  the  official 
seal.  Having  superscribed  the  letter,  he  rang  the 
bell  for  an  attendant,  who  entered  and  bowed. 
"Take  this  letter  to  Father  Bogodow,  who  is  to 
convey  it  to  the  hand  it  is  intended  for.  Tell  him 
there  is  no  time  to  be  wasted,  and  have  my 
droschka  ready  for  me  after  sunset.     I  cannot  be 
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seen  to-day — I  am  indisposed,  do  you  understand 
mer 

The  servant  understood,  backed  himself  out  of 
the  room  with  a  bow,  and  hurried  to  carry  out  the 
order,  while  the  Archierey  returned  to  his  secret 
wardrobe.  A  suit  was  selected  and  put  aside; 
another  was  wrapped  up  in  a  piece  of  oil-cloth 
together  with  a  few  masks  and  several  pair  of  jack- 
boots. A  raised  lid  at  the  bottom  of  the  closet  dis- 
closed a  casket  of  sheet-copper.  It  was  unlocked 
and,  to  the  long  rolls  of  gold  currency  it  contained, 
were  added  several  packages  of  banknotes,  and  a 
number  of  glittering  jewels.  A  leather  valise  re- 
ceived the  treasure,  box  and  all,  and  it  closed  with 
a  click. 

Isaieff  glanced  at  his  watch  with  an  eye  of  im- 
patience; the  hand  on  its  dial  crawled  too  slowly 
for  him  whose  unfaltering  bearing  showed  the 
stored-up  energy  of  a  warrior  eager  to  throw  him- 
self into  the  thick  of  battle.  It  was  clear  that  the 
man's  mind  had  been  made  up;  for  determination 
was  written  in  the  sharp  outlines  of  his  face,  feat- 
ures firm  and  composed,  dark  liquid  eyes,  and  lips 
set  in  uncompromising  fixedness.  In  the  com- 
mander of  an  army  engaged  in  an  action  of  doubt- 
ful issue,  that  face  would  mean,  go  down  rather 
than  surrender.  Whatever  his  resolution,  the  priest 
was  prepared. 
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The  Archierey  stood  high  in  the  esteem  of  the 
Holy  Governing  Synod,  which  is  the  supreme  ec- 
clesiastical court  of  the  Russian  Church.  Isaiefl's 
erudition  was  considered  phenomenal,  but  his 
renown  was  mainly  due  to  his  overpowering  elo- 
quence which  induced  throngs  of  dissenters  to 
return  to  the  national  creed.  His  arrival  in  Samara 
marked  a  new  epoch  in  the  religious  atmosphere 
of  the  province.  The  idolatrous  formalism  of  Rus- 
sian worship,  which  had  left  the  masses  inert,  felt 
the  quickening  energy  of  his  glowing  nature.  Sects 
bitterly  opposed  to  the  standing  faith  bowed  in 
reverence  before  the  stately  figure  of  the  inspired 
Archierey  whose  voice  thrilled  the  vast  multitudes 
that  gathered  to  be  edified  by  his  prophetic  enthu- 
siasm. Among  these  were  hundreds  of  the  raskol- 
niks,  a  sect  irreconcilably  adverse  to  the  Church  of 
the  State  and  ever  under  the  ban  of  the  govern- 
ment. This  was  a  triumph  of  which  no  other 
Archierey  could  boast,  and  met  with  due  recogni- 
tion on  the  part  of  the  Holy  Synod,  in  whose  Coun- 
cil Isaieff  had  a  powerful  friend. 

With  one  person,  however,  the  Archierey  was 
no  favorite,  and  that  was  the  despotic  Governor 
of  Samara,  Golovkin,  a  man  of  unmeasured  vanity 
and  morose  temper,  a  skeptic  to  the  extent  of  athe- 
ism, morbidly  susceptible  as  to  the  homage  due  to 
him,  and  thus  reluctant  to  be  eclipsed  by  a  priest 
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whom  the  populace  idolized,  thronging  to  kiss  the 
hem  of  his  robe  whenever  he  appeared  in  public. 
Had  Isaieff  no  secret  motive  to  fear  that  vain 
potentate,  he  was  in  a  position  to  treat  him  with 
contempt.  But  as  the  Archierey  was,  by  compul- 
sion, doomed  to  lead  a  double  life,  circumspection 
was  a  vital  necessity,  and  prudence  induced  him  to 
oppose  patience  to  the  scurriHty  and  jealousy  of 
an  unscrupulous  adversary.  Thus,  with  strong  in- 
ternal aversion,  the  secular  and  spiritual  heads  of 
the  province  continued  to  meet  officially,  exchang- 
ing those  courtesies  which  were  due  to  their  re- 
spective high  stations.  Of  course,  the  public  knew 
something  of  these  unfortunate  relations,  but  it  was 
an  evil  of  old  standing,  with  no  remedy  in  sight. 
Who,  below  the  highest  quarters,  could  mediate 
between  two  such  august  personalities  as  a  pro- 
vincial Governor  and  an  Archierey? 

The  West  was  glowing  with  the  gold-edged 
crimson  of  the  sinking  sun  when  the  Archierey 
turned  his  face  toward  the  East  to  ofifer  up  prayer 
to  the  infinite  God.  Twilight  was  changing  into 
dusk  when  he  issued  from  his  palace  to  mount  the 
light  droschka  held  in  readiness  for  him  by  a  faith- 
ful attendant.  The  Bishop  often  went  to  drive  in- 
cognito, as  it  were,  and  the  only  thing  unusual 
this  time  was  the  heavy  satchel  he  took  with  him. 

"Should  I  not  be  in  at  a  late  hour,  let  nobody 
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be  disturbed  by  my  absence,"  he  remarked  to  the 
servant  who  handed  him  the  reins.  The  answer 
was  a  silent  bow,  and  the  team  glided  off  lightly 
like  a  thing  of  air. 

In  his  civilian  costume  it  appeared  almost  im- 
possible to  recognize  the  Archierey;  yet  somebody 
must  have  expected  him;  for  no  sooner  did  he  reach 
the  outskirts  of  the  city  than  a  man  on  horseback 
joined  him  in  silence.  The  rider  led  at  a  lively 
trot,  the  droschka  following  him.  The  region  they 
traversed  was  lonely  and  wooded,  but  they  seemed 
to  know  the  sinuous  road  which  took  them  through 
the  neighboring  hills.  Toward  nine  o'clock  in  the 
evening  the  horseman  led  the  way  to  a  sequestered 
country  place,  a  farm-house  enclosed  by  a  hedge, 
making  a  part  of  an  undulating  landscape.  Here 
they  stopped,  and  a  man  took  charge  of  the  horses, 
the  strangers  being  welcomed  at  the  door  by  a  lady. 
They  were  scarcely  within  the  house  when  a 
number  of  human  forms  emerged  from  the  dark, 
and  in  compliance  with  the  order  of  one  who  spoke 
in  a  whisper,  took  an  observant  position.  Among 
them  was  a  woman,  who  but  for  her  voice,  could 
have  passed  as  one  of  the  armed  men  around  her. 

Within  the  house  there  were  the  very  men  Bazil 
had  seen  in  the  haunted  Villa,  the  lady  being  the 
only  additional  person.  She  was  the  soul  of  the 
home,  the  wife  of  Herr  Schwartz,  a  woman  hero- 
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ically  fearless  in  the  furtherance  of  a  cause  dear 
to  her  heart.  It  was  the  second  time  that  she  en- 
dangered the  safety  of  her  family  in  placing  her 
home  at  the  disposal  of  the  Archierey  and  those 
who  shared  his  danger  by  sharing  his  secret  wor- 
ship. The  scheme  of  abandoning  her  Villa  under 
the  pretext  of  its  evil  reputation  had  worked  well, 
until  the  arrival  of  the  stranger,  who  had  puzzled 
the  police  and  who  was  the  brother  of  the  Arch- 
ierey. But  neither  Herr  Schwartz  nor  his  wife  had 
an  idea  of  the  vital  issues  involved  in  the  meeting. 
The  stranger,  whose  coming  to  Samara  hastened 
the  crisis  of  Isaieff's  career,  received  his  brother 
with  open  arms,  and  the  response  was  pathetically 
affectionate. 

"Ah,  I  am  incessantly  haunted  by  the  fear  that 
it  is  all  a  dream,  Nehemia,  a  bright  bubble  on  the 
dark  stream  of  my  lifelong  nightmare;  for  I  never 
hoped  to  see  one  of  my  dearest  alive.  Is  it  really 
you,  my  little,  own,  dear  Nehemia?  Five  years  old 
when  I  left  you — a  middle-aged  man  now,  and .  I 
nearing  fifty.  Our  father  alive,  but  mother,  our 
martyred  mother,  dead  and  blessed,  blessing  heaven 
by  her  presence.  Speak  to  me,  Nehemia;  why  not  a 
word  about  my  soul's  adored?  My  Athalia,  believ- 
ing me  an  apostate — her  Isaiah  an  apostate — dis- 
carded  from   me  her  heart — rejected,  forgotten," 
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cried  the  priest  in  a  tone  which  left  no  heart  un- 
moved. 

**Be  strong,  my  brother;  be  calm,  your  night  is 
passing,  your  probation  is  over,  your  morrow  is 
near;  let  us  reserve  emotion  for  a  future  hour;  the 
present  moment  requires  us  to  deliberate,  plan,  and 
act,"  responded  Nehemia,  holding  Isaieff's  hand  in 
his,  and  looking  into  his  eyes  with  affection. 

"Watchman,  what  is  the  hour  of  night?"  inter- 
jected one  of  the  monks. 

"Watchman,  what  is  the  hour  of  night?"  re- 
peated the  Archierey  mechanically.  "A  long 
night  is  mine,  and  may  it  please  Heaven  that 
I  behold  the  day!  He  was  not  the  happiest  of 
mortals  who  enjoins  us  to  consider  the  days  of 
old."  Like  one  awaking  from  a  trance,  he  con- 
tinued: "When  the  Most  High  divided  among  the 
nations  their  inheritance;  when  he  separated  the 
sons  of  man,  he  set  bounds  to  the  tribes  according 
to  the  number  of  the  sons  of  Israel;  for  the  portion 
of  the  Lord  is  his  people;  Jacob  is  the  lot  of  his 
inheritance." 

The  Archierey  recited  these  words  in  Hebrew, 
followed  inaudibly  by  Nehemia  and  the  monks. 
The  unfailing  samovar  stood  on  the  table,  with  all 
the  belongings  of  tea-drinking  in  Russia.  But  no- 
body had  thought  for  refreshments.  The  consulta- 
tion which  followed  was  of  great  moment  to  all 
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present,  except  the  host  and  the  hostess,  who  acted 
out  of  pure  sympathy  with  men  with  whom  they 
had  lived  in  friendly  intimacy  for  years.  Nehemia's 
design  was  to  prepare  his  brother's  mind  for  the 
daring  plan  he  held  in  reserve,  and  he  portrayed 
events  of  interest  with  a  vividness  so  graphic,  an 
ardor  so  passionate,  that  the  Archierey  held  his 
fingers  clenched  tight  to  control  his  excitement. 

But  we  must  leave  the  heroic  council  in  the  act 
of  deliberating  what  is  best  for  them  to  do,  and  turn 
our  attention  to  the  most  picturesque  personality 
of  the  group,  the  Archierey  Isaieff,  in  whose  ante- 
cedents we  are  mostly  interested,  and  whose  career 
deserves  a  loftier  setting  than  that  of  this  tale.  It 
is  once  more  Prometheus  chained  to  a  rock,  with 
the  obscene  bird  feeding  on  his  vitals. 


THIRD  CHAPTER. 

Isaiah  the  "Open  Head." 

Those  who  were  familiar  with  the  childhood  of 
the  Archierey  knew  that  his  earlier  years  were 
passed  in  an  atmosphere  of  pure  air,  purer  dreams, 
much  poverty,  more  prayer,  and  incess^int  study. 
For  us  his  life  begins  to  gather  importance  at  a 
moment  in  Russian  history  marked  by  an  episode 
which  foreboded  no  good  for  its  Hebrew  popula- 
tion. It  was  the  time  when,  after  the  suppression 
of  a  fierce  revolt,  Nicholas  the  First  ascended  the 
throne  of  his  fathers.  There  were  those  who  ex- 
pected the  young  Czar  to  be  another  Ivan  the  Ter- 
rible, a  Gorgon  in  human  shape,  and  they  expressed 
their  apprehension  in  a  manner  that  drew  a  re- 
sponse in  cold  steel,  ending  in  torture  and  blood, 
a  not  uncommon  incident  in  the  annals  of  the  Czars. 
Peter  the  Great  seasoned  his  breakfasts  by  the  im- 
molation of  a  few  Streltzi,  because  those  uncouth 
warriors  had  taken  up  arms  in  favor  of  his  sister 
Sophia  of  malodorous  notoriety.  Anna  was  the 
most  repulsive  female  who  ever  debased  a  throne 
by  vice  and  infamy.    Peter  the  Third  was  a.  drunk- 
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ard  who  ill-treated  his  consort,  and  perished  by 
strangulation.  Paul,  the  "crazy  Czar,"  ended  by 
the  assassin's  knife.  His  heir,  Alexander  the  First, 
a  monarch  whom  the  great  Napoleon  found  "as 
false  as  a  Byzantine  Greek,"  died  a  prey  to  melan- 
cholia engendered  by  dread  of  a  similar  fate. 
Neither  was  Nicholas  the  last  nor  the  least  to  claim 
a  niche  in  that  Muscovite  Parthenon  of  imperial 
immortals. 

The  Jewish  nose — and  the  Jew  has  enough  of 
that  ornamental  organ  to  smell  a  thing  or  two  be- 
yond the  scent  of  such  as  are  less  endowed — the 
Kabbalistic  nose  smelt  sulphur  in  the  air,  and 
Samael  was  at  once  credited  with  an  infernal 
scheme  which,  it  was  assumed,  could  only  be  frus- 
trated by  ardent  prayer.  Evil  times  were  antici- 
pated, and  the  Zaddikim  hinted  at  the  probable 
approach  of  a  universal  catastrophe  destined  to  hurt 
Israel,  preparatory  to  the  coming  of  the  true  Mes- 
siah. If  the  world  is  to  have  trouble,  reasoned 
those  all-knowing  luminaries,  the  Jew  is  sure  to  be 
burdened  with  the  greater  share  of  it,  being  the 
historic  scapegoat  of  humanity.  When  did  a 
calamity  befall  the  race  which  he  was  not  made  to 
suffer? 

Hayim  Rubowitch  was  one  of  the  Chassidim, 
living  in  Vietka,  and  his  Hfe  left  no  doubt  as  to  his 
spiritual  rank  in  the  scale  of  the  Elect.     Hayim 
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was  the  humblest  and  most  useless  of  men,  but  was 
blessed  with  a  wife  who  was  the  personification  of 
that  Biblical  ideal  whose  worth  is  "above  pearls." 
Her  name  was  Hannah.  Hannah  gave  birth  to  five 
children,  buried  three  of  them  in  infancy,  and  faced 
the  miseries  of  this  world  with  but  one  eye,  having 
lost  the  other  by  a  shock  she  had  received  at  the 
sight  of  her  dying  little  Rebecca,  the  only  daughter 
she  had.  With  her  own  hand  she  handed  each 
of  her  lost  ones  to  the  undertaker,  thus  recogniz- 
ing the  justice  of  the  One  who  "giveth  and  taketh 
away."  Hannah's  tears  flowed  freely,  but  her 
lips  never  uttered  a  complaint.  Isaiah,  her  first- 
born, was  thirteen  at  the  time  of  which  I  now  write; 
Nehemia,  her  last  born,  was  a  baby.  Hayim's  mis- 
fortune was  the  Kabbalah,  a  thing  which  promises 
a  man  all  the  kingdoms  of  heaven,  but  leaves  him 
without  a  loaf  of  bread  here.  The  object  of  his 
life  he  took  to  be  the  great  office  of  initiating 
novices  into  the  unfathomed  mysteries  of  the  Uni- 
verse. The  ways  of  God,  the  hosts  of  good  and 
evil  spirits,  the  effect  of  the  stars  on  the  destiny  of 
men  born  under  their  sway;  life,  death,  eternity, 
retribution,  immortality:  all  came  within  the  scope 
of  Hayim's  mystic  contemplation. 

Isaiah  caught  early  glimpses  of  his  father's  vis- 
ionary arcana  by  copying  heaps  of  manuscript,  the 
purport  of  which  was  largely  sealed  to  him.     He 
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was  to  derive  benefit  from  his  work  thereafter,  when 
Hayim  would  familiarize  him  with  the  phantasma 
of  his  jumbled  brain.  Disdaining  worldly  gain  and 
pleasure,  Hayim  lived  in  the  clouded  Nirvana  of  a 
supreme  indifference  to  the  grosser  exactions  of 
the  flesh,  a  spiritual  nothingarian  failing  to  supply 
the  most  necessary  wants  of  his  family,  but  revered 
as  a  Chassid  of  no  mean  order. 

Poor  Hannah  had  to  maintain  her  husband  and 
her  children,  beside  an  aged  father,  and  she  had  to 
work  hard  and  to  figure  close  to  make  both  ends 
meet.  So  active  was  the  brave  woman,  and  so 
anxious  to  earn  a  livelihood,  that  she  was  ever  the 
latest  to  retire  and  the  earliest  to  rise,  ever  working 
to  keep  hunger  away  from  her  door,  spinning, 
knitting,  weeding  gardens,  and  doing  all  sorts  of 
humble  tasks  for  others.  In  summer  she  rose  with 
the  sun  to  pick  up  stray  spHnters  of  wood  where- 
with to  build  a  fire  in  the  kitchen,  which  answered 
the  purpose  of  dining  room,  cellar  and  pantry,  be- 
sides being  the  bed  room  of  her  boys;  and  to  cull 
the  feathers  shaken  off  by  the  geese  on  the  grass- 
plots  reserved  for  them.  These  were  used  to  fatten 
the  meagre  pillows  of  the  household.  In  winter 
she  was  up  in  time  to  have  her  three  rooms  warmed 
and  breakfast  ready  before  daybreak.  For  her  old 
father  she  cared  with  tender  affection.  Her  day's 
work  was  the  only  source  of  support,  and  could  not 
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be  spared  for  any  other  engagement,  except  Friday, 
this  day  being  exclusively  devoted  to  preparations 
for  the  holy  Sabbath.  Hannah  was  less  an  excep- 
tion than  a  type  of  the  Jewish  mother  in  that  enor- 
mous dungeon  of  the  Russian  Empire  spoken  of  as 
'The  Pale  of  Jewish  Settlement,"  a  region  of  woes 
and  miseries  untold. 

Hayim's  time  was  mostly  spent  in  the  gratuitous 
teaching  of  the  rising  generation,  in  study,  medita- 
tion and  prayer,  and  in  copying  Kabbalistic  lore, 
which  he  treasured  and  valued  more  than  Croesus 
did  his  hoard.  Revered  alike  by  age  and  youth, 
Hayim  had  a  train  of  followers,  Chassidim  whose 
faith  was  as  unbounded  as  their  enthusiasm  was 
contagious,  raving  dreamers  who  gathered  in  seclu- 
sion around  their  master  to  be  illumined  by  his 
soul-ravishing  wisdom.  The  heights  and  the  deeps 
of  infinity,  the  visible  and  the  invisible,  the  brutal 
and  the  divine,  the  eternal  and  the  perishable,  the 
transcendental  attributes  of  the  Supreme,  the  func- 
tions of  his  numberless  bright  hosts,  the  conspira- 
cies of  Samael  the  Beast  and  Lilith  the  Harlot, 
hell  with  its  seven  gates  and  as  many  myriad  hor- 
rors, heaven  and  paradise  with  kingdoms  of  inef- 
fable bliss  and  glories  unutterable  reserved  for  the 
righteous,  all  were  passed  in  review  before  the  en- 
kindled spirit  of  the  Chassidim,  who,  with  eyes 
closed  and  lips  moving  in  ecstasy,  see,  feel  and 
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believe  it  with  the  faith  of  immaculate  childhood. 
Hayim  scorned  compensation,  it  being  contrary  to 
Jewish  principle  to  offer  or  receive  material  reward 
for  spiritual  service.  Small  attentions  on  certain 
occasions,  such,  for  instance,  as  on  the  eve  of  holy 
days,  was  all  the  Kabbalist  received  from  his  numer- 
ous friends  and  followers,  and  he  did  not  like  even 
this.  His  regular  routine  of  life  was  that  of  the 
Chassidic  sect,  which  is  fortunately  not  too  numer- 
ous, or  the  Russian  Jew  would  fare  even  worse 
than  he  does.  Shortly  after  midnight  Hayim  was 
up,  dressed  himself  in  sackcloth,  put  ashes  on  his 
head,  then,  seating  himself  in  a  corner  on  the  bare 
floor,  with  no  taper  to  break  the  gloom,  he  wept 
for  the  fall  of  Zion,  the  dispersion  of  Israel  among 
the  nations,  who  fail  to  recognize  the  world-re- 
deeming mission  of  God*s  chosen  people.  Any  one 
who  happened  to  hear  Hayim*s  touching  lamenta- 
tions was  stricken  with  awe  at  the  cry:  "O,  Zion, 
Zion,  city  of  God,  holiest  seat,  once  lovely,  robed 
in  unearthly  splendor,  now  fallen,  desolate,  with 
none  to  console  thee,  weeping,  weeping,  thy  glories 
faded,  thy  children  scattered,  homeless,  unbe- 
friended,  ever  yearning  for  thee,  O,  mourning 
daughter,  sad  relic  of  Israel's  grandeur!" 

The  stirring  strains  of  the  Psalmist  were  next 
heard.  Then  came  meditation  on  hints  of  the 
Zohar,  the  book  of  jnystic  radiance,  or  other  vol- 
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umes  of  the  same  lore.  This  was  followed  by  prayer 
as  soon  as  day  rose  in  the  East.  Such,  more  or 
less,  is  the  life  of  several  hundred  thousand  Chas- 
sidim  throughout  Russia,  Roumania,  the  Buke- 
wina,  with  a  sprinkling  in  Galicia;  men  who  aspire 
to  the  rank  of  ethereal  denizens  in  the  spiritual 
universe,  disdaining  the  pomp,  glitter  and  power 
of  this  nether  "world  of  forms." 

Hannah's  deep  soul  fed  on  the  self-suflfrcient  love 
she  bore  her  children,  and  her  fondest  hope  was 
that  they  should  grow  up  to  be  pillars  of  that  an- 
cestral faith  which  possessed  all  her  being.  In  these 
hopes  she  was  encouraged  by  the  promising  talents 
of  her  oldest  son,  Isaiah,  and  by  the  equally  remark- 
able intelligence  of  her  infant  son,  Nehemia,  who,  at 
the  age  of  three  betrayed  endowments  which  aston- 
ished the  oldest  pedagogues.  As  to  Isaiah,  study 
to  him  was  a  matter  of  mental  nutrition.  His  re- 
tentive memory  enabled  him  to  retain  and  absorb 
all  that  was  accessible  to  him  in  the  form  of  knowl- 
edge. Whatever  he  once  read  or  heard  was  his,  so 
that  the  boy  often  entertained  his  schoolmates  by 
recalling  to  their  memory  the  first  lines  of  pages 
in  books  of  sacred  lore,  or  by  repeating  long  Kab- 
balistic  discourses  he  had  heard  his  father  deliver. 
The  boys  named  him  "Isaiah  the  Open-Head,"  and 
a  greater  distinction  than  this  his  mother  never 
dreamed   of.      Nehemia  recited   Talmudical   pas- 
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sages  long  before  he  could  read  a  line  of  that  branch 
of  literature,  and,  for  the  amusement  of  his  play- 
mates, mimicked  successfully  the  peculiar  notes  of 
the  domestic  animals  around  him. 

The  grandfather  had  a  cushioned  seat  reserved 
for  him,  and  nothing  shed  a  happier  radiance  on  his 
furrowed  countenance  than  a  quotation  from  "The 
Guide  of  the  Perplexed,"  or  from  "The  Strong 
Hand'*  of  Maimonides,  with  which  his  older  grand- 
child would  regale  him.  Humble  as  was  the  house 
of  this  family,  they  seldom  had  to  dispense  with  any 
of  life's  necessaries;  for,  beside  being  a  hard  worker, 
Hannah  was  an  excellent  manager,  and  she  was  as 
strict  in  her  ideas  of  cleanliness  as  in  her  high  con- 
ceptions of  holiness. 

Nothing  so  inspired  and  uplifted  her  as  the 
solemn  preparation  for  the  welcome  of  the  Sabbath. 
This  she  made  as  liberal  as  was  compatible  with 
her  limited  means.  Linen  white  as  snow  covered 
the  table.  Home-made  loaves  of  white  bread — two 
for  every  male  of  the  family — adorned  the  conse- 
crated board.  A  grateful  odor  of  well-seasoned 
dishes  filled  this  happy  home  on  Fridays.  The 
children  went  to  the  public  bath  and  returned 
washed  and  dressed  before  sunset,  when  the  Sab- 
bath garment  replaced  the  week-day  wear.  The 
lighting  of  the  sacred  candles  was  the  signal  for 
the  younger  ones  to  incline  their  heads  to  receive 
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the  parental  blessing.  Twilight  found  the  parents 
in  the  synagogue,  where  the  congregation  gave 
praise  for  the  blessed  rest  accorded  by  Divine 
Grace.  Returning  home,  the  domestic  sanctifica- 
tion  of  the  Sabbath  began.  The  grand  hymn  was 
addressed  to  the  angels,  "Peace  to  you,  ministers 
of  the  Most  High,  angels  of  grace,  sent  by  the 
King  of  kings."  Every  bosom  swelled  with  the 
inspiration  of  the  over-soul,  which  is  a*  gift  of  the 
Sabbatic  peace,  a  peace  "which  passeth  under- 
standing," permeated  by  that  spirited  loyalty, 
pathetic  resignation,  and  poetic  fragrance  of  which 
the  pious  Jew  has  the  fullest  realization.  Such  is 
the  angel's  weekly  welcome  in  the  old-fashioned 
Jewish  home,  even  down  to  this  day. 

The  reciprocal  respect  of  Hayim  and  his  wife 
was  characterized  by  the  silent  affection  and  admi- 
ration virtue  entertains  for  virtue.  The  eye  told 
the  whole  story;  otherwise  there  was  no  audible 
expression  of  that  connubial  love  which  filled  both 
hearts.  To  see  husband  and  wife  consult  each 
other's  judgment  in  domestic  affairs  was,  in  their 
case,  so  rare  an  occurrence  that  the  earnest  con- 
ference which  took  place  previous  to  Isaiah's  Bar- 
Mitzvah,  or  confirmation,  surprised  the  boys, 
especially  Nehemia,  who  realized  that  something 
very  important  was  going  to  happen.  The  ques- 
tion considered  in  that  solemn  council  was,  how 
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their  firstborn,  who  had  reached  his  thirteenth  year, 
should  appropriately  be  initiated  into  the  sacred 
community  of  Israel.  Isaiah  was  to  become  a 
responsible  Jew,  before  God  and  man,  and  he  fully 
understood  the  significance  of  the  step.  Faithful 
lips  prepared  him  for  the  great  occasion. 

When  the  memorable  Sabbath  arrived  there  was 
a  sublime  air  of  religious  solemnity  in  Hayim*s 
home,  and  this  became  manifest  when  the  devout 
mother  covered  her  eyes  with  her  hands  to  bless 
the  candles  on  the  Sabbatic  board;  for,  as  little 
Nehemia  looked  up  to  his  mother,  he  perceived 
liquid  pearls  run  down  her  cheeks.  The  child  hid 
his  face  in  the  folds  of  her  dress  and  sobbed,  until 
she  took  him  and  held  him  in  close  embrace.  On 
his  return  from  the  place  of  worship  Hayim  greeted 
the  angels  with  such  a  fervor  as  induced  his  wife 
to  believe  that  she  actually  saw  those  ministers 
descending  in  flocks  to  bless  the  day  on  which  her 
son  was  to  enter  the  congregation  of  Israel.  At 
last  the  moment  came  when,  amid  the  silence  of 
a  full  synagogue,  the  boy  ascended  the  platform  to 
utter  the  benediction  over  the  Torah.  This  was  a 
thrilling  moment  for  Hannah,  while  Hayim  was 
overawed  by  the  sublimity  of  the  event.  There  was 
a  lump  in  the  mother's  throat  and  a  pressure  about 
her  heart,  which  were  not  conducive  to  unmixed 
happiness.     Isaiah  read  the  portion  of  the  scroll. 
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The  people  followed  him  in  their  Pentateuchs. 
Everything  passed  off  well.  The  boy  had  memor- 
ized a  learned  discourse  on  the  meaning  of  Bar- 
Mitzvah,  and  delivered  it  with  emphasis  and  intel- 
ligence. To  the  great  surprise  of  the  assembly,  it 
was  responded  to  by  their  venerable  head,  Rabbi 
Bear,  who  exhorted  the  boy  to  devote  his  endow- 
ments to  the  furtherance  of  the  ancestral  faith. 
"We  never  know  the  trials  that  may  be  in  store  for 
the  Jew  in  exile,  he  the  martyr  of  the  world,  the 
firstborn  of  the  Lord  Zabaoth,  destined  to  wander 
like  the  archpatriarch,  to  build  altars  to  the  One 
Supreme,  realizing  the  great  virtues  of  resignation 
and  self-abnegation.  Few  are  they  among  the  vast 
masses  of  mankind  who  are  sufficiently  heroic  to 
be  Jews,  everything  being  adverse  to  the  son  of 
Judah.  Be  strong  and  firm,  come  what  may," 
said  the  sage  prophetically  in  closing. 

Many  were  the  felicitations  offered  to  Hayim 
and  Hannah,  both  having  tears  in  their  eyes,  as 
though  the  occasion  was  one  of  sorrow  and  not  of 
joy.  Father  and  mother  took  turns  in  kissing  the 
boy.  The  grandfather  was  the  happiest  of  all,  but 
his  manner  betrayed  the  approach  of  senility. 
Nehemia  had  a  confused  notion  of  the  hour's  im- 
portance, the  piece  of  peppermint  cake  he  got 
being  the  most  appreciated  thing  about  it.  As  to 
Isaiah  himself,  the  Bar-Mitzvah,  Rabbi  Bear's  ex- 
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hortation  echoed  and  re-echoed  in  the  chambers  of 
his  memory,  stirring  him  to  the  very  core  of  his 
being.  Conscious  though  he  was  of  his  reputa- 
tion as  the  "Open  Head,"  the  grave  words  ad- 
dressed to  him  by  the  greatest  man  he  knew  left  in 
him  a  feeHng  of  self-esteem  hitherto  foreign  to  his 
unambitious  nature. 

Among  the  closer  friends  of  the  house  was  one 
who,  next  to  the  Bar-Mitzvah's  parents,  acted  in 
a  manner  to  arouse  the  smile  of  those  who  hap- 
pened to  observe  his  ludicrous  airs.  This  was 
Lewick  the  Builder,  a  Samson  in  stature,  whose 
unaffected  sympathy  with  Hayim's  family  had  a 
cause  dear  to  his  heart.  Lewick  was  an  uncon- 
scious genius,  a  master  mechanic  who  could  build 
anything  from  a  fence  to  a  church;  and,  as  to  artistic 
carving,  he  could  transform  a  block  of  hard  wood 
as  easily  into  a  life-like  statue  of  Jesus  the  Nazarene 
as  he  had  often  changed  plain  oak  boards  into 
admirable  panels  carved  to  adorn  the  sacred  Ark 
of  Israel.  His  appearance,  however,  did  not  do 
justice  to  his  finer  qualities  of  character  and  ex- 
quisite mastership,  suggesting  an  uncouth  farmer 
or  tanner  rather  than  an  artist  and  an  idealist.  But 
Lewick  was  unfortunate  in  the  realization  of  his 
dreams.  What  he  loved  the  most  he  possessed  the 
least.  Hebrew  scholarship  was  his  ideal,  and  he 
could  not  even  read  that  ancient  language  cor- 
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rectly.  To  have  a  son  was  the  prayerful  longing 
of  his  life.  He  had  seven  girls,  with  a  wife  in  deli- 
cate health  to  take  care  of  them.  Religion  was  to 
Lewick  the  rapture  of  his  soul,  and  the  tongue  of 
Scripture  the  speech  of  angels.  To  Rabbi  Bear  he 
looked  up  with  a  veneration  akin  to  worship.  In 
Hayim  he  recognized  a  spiritual  power  who  could 
read  the  alphabet  of  the  heavens,  was  familiar  with 
every  seraph,  and  on  terms  of  intimacy*  with  God 
Himself.  Aware  of  his  uninspiring  business  and 
plebeian  lineage,  his  immediate  ancestry  having  all 
been  humble  carpenters,  an  alliance  with  the  Kab- 
balist's  family  by  marriage  appeared  to  him  a  con- 
summation worth  half  of  his  wealth,  which  was 
considerable.  Athalia,  his  older  daughter,  resem- 
bled her  father  too  much  to  be  beautiful  in  person, 
but  she  possessed  a  maidenly  grace  that  easily  made 
up  for  lack  of  physical  charms.  In  her  fourteenth 
year  she  was  her  mother's  right  hand,  her  sisters' 
guardian,  her  father's  bookkeeper,  and  Hannah's 
paragon  of  a  devout  girl.  Not  only  the  poor 
people,  but  even  the  hungry  cats  and  dogs  of  the 
neighborhood  knew  her,  and  she  was  daily  seen 
spreading  grain  or  crumbs  of  bread  on  the  window 
sills  for  the  birds.  How  often  Lewick  sighed  at 
the  idea  that  his  Athalia  would  have  made  a  splen- 
did boy.  Having  heard  it  read  out  of  the  Talmud, 
that  he  who  cannot  himself  study  the  Law  is  doing 
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as  meritorious  a  thing  by  investing  in  sacred  books 
and  by  lending  them  to  the  learned,  he  bought 
a  library.  But  as  he  did  not  know  the  difference 
between  one  book  and  another,  he  on  one  occasion 
bought  both  Testaments  in  one  volume  to  offer  it 
to  Hayim  as  a  present.  The  Kabbalist  looked 
paralyzed  at  the  sight  of  the  forbidden  addition. 
The  gift  was  returned;  Lewick  was  horrified,  and 
was  for  weeks  not  seen  in  the  synagogue,  lest  the 
people  should  laugh  at  him.  After  this  how  could 
he  face  Hayim  with  a  proposition  for  an  alliance 
by  marriage?    Here  was  a  problem  to  be  solved. 

But  Faible,  the  shatchan  or  marriage  agent,  had 
accomplished  some  stupendous  things  in  the  mat- 
ter of  match-making,  and  to  him  Lewick  turned 
for  assistance  with  a  promise  golden  enough  to 
dazzle  a  man  encumbered  with  even  a  smaller 
family  than  was  his.  Lewick  was  a  man  of  means, 
and  Hannah  was  known  to  have  a  high  conception 
of  Athalia's  worth.  Faible  had  no  difiBculty  in  con- 
vincing Hayim  that  the  alliance  in  contemplation 
had  been  predestined  On  High,  as  this  is  an  article 
of  faith  based  on  the  Zohar,  the  Gospel  of  the  mys- 
tics. The  belief  is  that,  previous  to  their  birth, 
husband  and  wife  are  one  soul;  divided  into  two 
halves,  the  soul  appears  here  in  the  male  and  female 
form;  united  by  marriage,  they  are  one  forever, 
here  and  hereafter.     Hannah,  however,  raised  ob- 
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jections.  The  boy  was  too  young;  would  not  know 
the  duties  of  a  husband;  could  yet  wait  a  couple  of 
years  when,  if  it  proved  to  be  predestined,  she 
would  bow  to  the  inevitable.  The  good  woman 
had  a  mind  of  her  own,  and  for  once  Faible's  elo- 
quence did  not  avail  him  much,  and  Lewick's  coun- 
penance  fell  upon  hearing  the  shatchan's  report. 
At  this  juncture,  there  appeared  in  Vietka  a 
young  person  who  engrossed  the  attention  and 
speculation  of  every  one  who  had  nothing  better  to 
do,  and  this  meant  the  majority.  This  living  focus 
of  fascination  was  a  youth  of  about  twenty  years, 
whom  Lewick  had  installed  under  his  roof,  although 
the  externals  of  the  new-comer  were  not  entirely  to 
his  taste.  In  lieu  of  the  two  curled  locks,  descend- 
ing from  the  temples  to  a  line  with  the  chin,  and 
the  long  capote,  which  were  considered  essential 
to  mark  Jewish  identity  in  Slavonic  Israel,  the 
youthful  stranger  wore  a  fine  surtout  over  a  suit  of 
clothing  such  as  only  the  prominent  non-Jews  wear, 
and  an  exuberant  growth  of  hair  never  before  seen 
on  the  head  of  a  loyal  Israelite.  As  if  this  was  not 
enough  to  make  Baruch's  Judaic  origin  doubtful, 
he  spoke  the  purest  Russian,  instead  of  that  holy 
Yiddish — a  holy  horror  to  a  civilized  ear — which  is 
the  canonized  tongue  of  the  Czar's  Hebraic  sub- 
jects, and  had  about  him  a  pile  of  "extraneous 
books"  in  a  language  none  but  himself  could  read. 
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Those  extraneous  books  were  the  bete  noire  of  the 
pious.  What  might  not  those  volumes  contain  to 
undermine  Jewish  loyalty?  Have  not  the  Jews  had 
trouble  enough  with  another  Baruch,  who  is  better 
known  as  Benedict  Spinoza?  The  misfortune  was 
that  the  newer  Baruch  could  hardly  make  himself 
understood  in  Yiddish,  much  less  explain  that  the 
books  in  his  possession  were  harmless  Hterary 
works,  some  of  them  school-books  he  had  used  in 
the  Gymnasy  he  had  attended  at  Moscow,  where 
his  father  lived,  a  tailor  by  trade,  and  whence  he 
had  sent  him  to  his  cousin,  who  was  Lewick's  wife, 
to  have  him  familiarized  with  the  faith  and  litera- 
ture of  his  fathers.  This  was  another  unpromising 
addition  to  the  Builder's  family,  where  the  Torah, 
the  Talmud  and  its  commentaries  were  books  under 
seven  seals.  How  could  it  be  remedied?  Seven 
daughters,  and  no  son! 

One  morning  Lewick  sought  an  interview  with 
Hannah,  having  by  this  time  found  her  to  be  the 
power  behind  the  throne.  The  object  was  to  con- 
vince the  mother  of  the  good  work  her  son  could 
do  by  devoting  a  little  of  his  time  to  the  enlighten- 
ment of  the  youth  from  Moscow,  none  being  fitter 
than  Isaiah  to  inspire  Baruch  with  the  unction  of 
the  Hebrew  tongue,  and  what  is  revealed  therein, 
A  liberal  compensation  was  held  out  as  an  induce- 
ment.    Hannah  asked  for  a  day  to  consider  the 
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question  with  her  husband.  Isaiah's  perfect  ignor- 
ance of  the  Russian  idiom  insured  him,  it  was 
thought,  against  those  baneful  "extraneous  books" 
in  Baruch's  hands.  There  was,  moreover,  a  sense 
of  duty  to  be  satisfied.  The  youth  was  a  Jew,  knew 
next  to  nothing  of  Judaism,  and  appealed  for  that 
knowledge  to  impart  which  was  a  sacred  obliga- 
tion. Thus  was  Isaiah  authorized  to  meet  the 
stranger  at  Lewick's  house,  and  teach  iiim  both 
jargon,  or  Yiddish,  and  Hebrew. 

Isaiah's  presence  at  the  Builder's  home  filled  the 
good  man's  heart  with  bright  anticipations.  Did 
not  Athalia  open  the  door  for  the  boy?  And  did 
he  not  see  them  both  blush  crimson  as  often  as 
their  eyes  met?  O,  the  sweet  dream  of  seeing  his 
daughter  wedded  to  that  incomparable  "Open 
Head!" 

But  it  was  not  Athalia  alone  who  impressed 
Isaiah  with  a  new  sense  of  being.  His  contact  with 
Baruch  effected  a  revolution  in  his  mental  world. 
Equally  quick  in  perception  and  conception,  and 
retentive  in  memory,  a  new  light  dawned  on  the 
boy  when  he  realized  that  Yiddish  was  among  the 
most  abominable  jargons  known;  that  the  Russian 
idiom  was  the  language  of  a  large  literature;  that 
Russia  was  a  vast  Empire,  and  the  world  a  great 
deal  larger,  wiser,  and  better  than  Russia.  It  was 
a  revelation.     Soon  the  boys  reached  a  secret  un- 
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derstanding  to  exchange  knowledge  for  knowl- 
edge; but  Baruch  found  his  younger  friend  greatly 
his  superior  in  assimilating  language  and  digesting 
thought.  It  took  Baruch  over  a  year  to  learn  the 
meaning  of  a  plain  passage  of  Scripture.  By  this 
time  Isaiah  read  understandingly  the  works  of 
Pushkin,  Herzen  and  Belinski.  The  secret  was 
jealously  guarded,  mainly  on  account  of  Hayim 
and  Hannah,  who  would  have  been  dismayed  at 
the  idea  that  their  son  was  engaged  in  reading  those 
very  inscrutable  books  suspected  of  instilling 
poisonous  thoughts.  How  could  anything  holy 
spring  from  a  Goy's  head?  Had  Lewick  been  capa- 
ble of  suspicion,  it  would  have  been  an  easy  thing 
for  him  to  detect  the  treason  committed  within  his 
walls;  but  the  mechanic's  heart  dreamed  of  no  evil, 
being  absorbed  in  one  wish,  the  union  of  his  Atha- 
lia  with  Isaiah.  He  had  no  doubt  that  the  children 
loved  each  other  passionately,  having  given  them 
all  the  observation  he  could,  and  the  shatchan  was 
again  delegated  to  renew  the  proposal  to  Hannah. 
Faible  brought  the  answer,  that  Isaiah's  parents 
were  willing  to  have  the  engagement  take  place  in 
a  year  or  thereabout,  but  the  marriage,  they  in- 
sisted, should  not  be  solemnized  before  the  boy 
had  completed  his  eighteenth  year,  such  being  the 
date  religiously  fixed  by  the  fathers  for  the  con- 
summation   of   marriage.      True-hearted    as   was 
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Hannah,  she  had  a  purpose  in  advocating  further 
postponement.  The  delay  was  due  to  her  innate 
aversion  to  an  alliance  between  her  illustrious 
family  and  one  whose  genealogy  had  no  prestige 
whatsoever,  and  whose  main  representative  did  not 
know  the  difference  between  the  Old  Testament 
and  the  New.  Should  it  have  to  be,  she  was  deter- 
mined to  let  time  demonstrate  the  fact.  Both 
Hayim  and  his  wife  sprung  from  a  line  of  glorious 
lights  in  Judah.  Yet  the  whole-souled  Lewick  was 
hardly  a  man  to  be  treated  with  indifference,  espec- 
ially since  many  substantial  tokens,  among  them 
banknotes,  nominally  for  Baruch's  tuition,  but  vir- 
tually to  help  the  poor  people  along,  found  their 
way  to  Hayim's  humble  home.  Neither  could  one 
overlook  Lewick's  offer  of  a  round  thousand  rou- 
bles as  dowry  for  his  daughter,  an  enormous  sum 
for  people  who  had  nothing  but  lineage  and  the 
Kabbalah  to  live  on.  Hannah  was  quick  enough 
to  perceive  this,  but  she  asked  for  more  time. 

Meanwhile  Baruch  progressed  in  his  studies,  and 
Isaiah  in  his.  Secular  works  of  leading  authors 
wxre  secretly  drawn  from  Moscow  for  the  delecta- 
tion of  Hayim's  unsuspected  son,  whose  omnivo- 
rous greed  for  knowledge  devoured  the  New  Tes- 
tament, simply  to  see  what  the  Goyim  believe  in. 
At  the  same  time  Isaiah  attended  the  daily  disser- 
tation given  by  Rabbi  Bear  to  the  three  classes  of 
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his  Talmud  school,  or  Yeshibah.  One  day  the 
**Open  Head"  astonished  his  venerable  master  by- 
quoting  from  memory  a  lengthy  passage  from  a 
Talmudic  work  in  glaring  refutation  of  the  finely 
spun  disquisition  of  the  great  teacher.  The  Rabbi 
could  not  comprehend  how  he  had  missed  a  passage 
so  manifestly  contrary  to  the  whole  spirit  of  his 
line  of  argument.  As  the  book  was  not  at  hand, 
Isaiah  wrote  down  the  few  lines  he  quoted,  and 
passed  them  to  the  head  of  the  Yeshibah.  Bear 
glanced  at  the  quotation,  then,  fixing  his  eyes  on 
the  boy,  he  said:  "My  son,  these  lines  exist  no- 
where but  on  this  slip;  may  there  be  many  like  thee 
in  Israel."  Isaiah  blushed,  the  Rabbi  smiled,  a 
murmur  of  admiration  ran  from  lip  to  lip,  and  the 
"Open  Head"  was  once  more  the  talk  of  the  town. 
Lewick  doubled  the  amount  of  the  dowry  intended 
for  his  daughter;  the  betrothal  was  solemnized,  and 
the  whole  congregation  blessed  the  auspicious 
event. 

"Malicious  Yitzchok"  was  the  nickname  of  a 
certain  person  in  Vietka,  who,  like  his  type  else- 
where in  Russian  Jewry,  was  disliked,  shunned, 
and  feared.  Yitzchok  thrived  in  the  double  busi- 
ness of  that  of  a  dog-catcher  and  tax-collector,  and 
malice  appeared  in  him  as  a  natural  proclivity. 
He  was  known  to  strangle  with  refined  cruelty  the 
poor  brutes  he  trapped,  and  his  trophies  were  their 
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skins,  which  he  sold  to  the  tanner,  having  secured 
the  remuneration  the  Government  allows  for  catch- 
ing them.  As  tax-collector  he  was  the  servile 
minion  of  the  Kahal — the  officially  constituted 
body  of  every  Jewish  community  under  the  Czar — 
who  assessed  the  head  of  each  house  according  to 
their  estimate  of  the  man's  circumstances,  usually 
forgetting  to  assess  themselves  and  their  kindred, 
and  were  held  responsible  for  whatever  the  Jews 
they  represented  were  charged  with  in  the  interest 
of  the  Government.  In  case  of  resistance  offered 
to  the  Kahal's  order,  Yitzchok  was  despatched  to 
enforce  it,  and  this  he  did  with  a  will.  Supported 
by  policemen,  he  established  himself  in  the  house 
of  the  delinquent,  encouraging  his  escort  to  eat 
and  drink  whatever  they  could  swallow,  to  be  jolly 
and  to  do  all  the  mischief  malice  might  suggest. 
Articles  of  value  were  carried  off  to  the  store-house 
of  the  Kahal  to  be  sold  by  auction,  buckets  of  water 
were  emptied  on  the  beds,  walls  and  windows  were 
greased  over  with  tallow,  and  the  only  way  of  get- 
ting the  plague  out  of  the  house  was  to  pay  the 
assessment.  Seldom,  if  ever,  did  Yitzchok  receive 
a  kind  word  from  Jewish  lips.  In  the  synagogue 
he  found  himself  before  the  door,  isolated  like  a 
leper.  He  durst  not  come  near  the  Torah  his  touch 
would  defile.  Taking  it  all  in  all,  he  most  assuredly 
had  as  much  reason  to  detest  his  coreligionists  as 
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they  had  to  abhor  him.  It  was  a  mutual  and  well- 
founded  animosity.  Hayim  entertained  a  special 
aversion  for  Yitzchok,  in  whom  he  beheld  the  in- 
carnation of  Samael  the  Beast,  and  Hannah,  sure 
that  the  meeting  signified  ill-luck,  would  retrace 
her  steps  if  she  chanced  to  meet  him.  That  his 
tribe  might  be  perpetuated,  Yitzchok  had  appren- 
tices, of  whom  more  hereafter. 

Shortly  after  Isaiah^s  betrothal,  the  people 
noticed  with  dim  apprehension  that  Yitzchok  was 
engaged  in  fortifying  the  doors  and  windows  of 
his  house,  as  though  it  was  to  be  used  as  a  prison. 
The  dog-catcher  hustled  and  blustered,  with  a  leer 
on  his  coarse  visage,  and  an  air  of  mystery  which 
made  folks  feel  uneasy.  What  was  the  object  of 
those  twenty  cots  and  four  long  tables  which  he 
caused  to  be  put  in  the  renovated  building?  Who 
was  going  to  sleep  on  those  cots,  and  eat  at  the 
tables? 

Coincident  with  Yftzchok's  preparations  was  the 
remarkable  disappearance  of  many  youthful  faces 
in  the  street,  and  their  absence  from  the  place  of 
prayer.  It  also  transpired  that  Yosef,  the  7^- 
horstzik,  or  head  of  the  Kahal,  had  left  secretly  for 
MoghilefT,  the  provincial  metropolis.  Hayim  had 
no  eye  for  the  portentous  symptoms  around  him, 
but  Lewick  took  alarm,  and  imparted  his  fears  to 
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Hannah,  who  turned  white  at  the  clanger  suggested 
by  him. 

"Yes,  I  agree  that  God  is  with  us,  but  I  am  in 
favor  of  hurrying  the  wedding,  now  that  everything 
else  is  settled.  Marriage  gives  things  a  different 
face,  you  see — that  is  the  thing,"  observed  the 
Builder. 

"My  feeling  is  against  changing  the  date  of  the 
nuptials,  but  my  heart  is  heavy.  I  have  a  forebod- 
ing of  trouble.  Last  Saturday,  I  now  remember, 
Yosef  the  Isborstzik  looked  uncommonly  de- 
pressed. What  can  it  be?  Lord  Almighty,  if 
danger  threatens  our  children,  let  me  not  Uve  to 
see  it,"  prayed  the  mother. 

"There  must  be  some  danger  for  boys,  or  the 
deputies  of  the  Kahal  would  not  persuade  their 
relatives  to  spirit  away  their  sons,  don't  you  see? 
That  is  my  inference.  Once  married,  you  see,  and 
there  is  a  consideration;  there  is  a  wife,  perhaps 
something  more,  to  be  considered.  However,  let 
the  date  stand.  Athalia's  outfit  is  ready,  the  pro- 
visions are  in,  the  musicians  are  engaged.  May 
joy  take  the  place  of  fear!  God  is  our  Guide  and 
Guardian,"  trustfully  cried  the  honest  mechanic, 
having  failed  in  his  attempt  to  hasten  the  fulfilment 
of  his  fondest  hope. 


FOURTH  CHAPTER. 

The  Kahal's  PKOCEEDmas. 

It  was  Friday,  late  in  the  afternoon.  The  sun's 
mellow  rays  shed  a  glory  on  every  prominent  point, 
on  the  crest  of  the  synagogue  not  less  than  on  the 
spire  of  the  church.  The  heavens  breathed  the 
adumbration  of  celestial  peace,  as  though  the 
angelic  hosts  were  in  the  act  of  descending  to  bless 
the  humble  homes  occupied  by  the  unbefriended 
sons  of  Israel  in  dispersion.  They  were  ready  to 
welcome  the  bride  of  the  Sabbath,  and  the  belated 
inmate  of  "The  Pale"  accelerated  his  steps  to  join 
the  devout  throng  in  the  greeting  of  the  divinely- 
ordained  holy  day.  Just  now  the  sweet  notes  of 
instrumental  music  fell  on  the  ear,  proceeding  from 
the  house  of  Lewick  the  Builder.  Custom,  in  those 
conglomerations  of  human  misery,  required  the 
bride  to  be  greeted  as  a  queen,  the  bridegroom  as 
a  king,  before  the  initiation  of  the  "seven  feasting 
days"  devoted  to  the  celebration  of  nuptials. 
Athalia  had  her  face  hidden  on  her  mother's  breast, 
her  father  and  his  six  other  daughters  joining  in 
her  pathetic  mood.    They  cried,  the  children,  be- 

70 


The  KahaFs  Proceedings  71 

cause  the  parents  and  Athalia  cried.  Wherefore? 
Who  could  tell?  At  the  bridegroom's  house  the 
same  scene  was  enacted  with  the  same  effect.  Here 
Hayim,  Hannah,  Isaiah,  and  Nehemia  formed  the 
tragic  quartet  in  response  to  the  telling  notes  of 
the  band.  Through  Hayim's  mind  vibrated  the 
strain  he  nightly  repeated,  "By  the  rivers  of  Baby- 
lon there  we  sat,  and  we  wept  when  we  remembered 
Zion.'' 

The  next  morning  only  about  a  third  of  the  boys 
who  had  been  invited  to  the  bachelor's  dinner  with 
Isaiah  arrived,  and  formed  his  escort  of  honor  to 
the  sacred  place.  The  others  were  gone,  nobody 
could  tell  why  or  whither.  Yosef  the  Isborstzik 
was  present,  but  left  the  synagogue  as  soon  as 
Isaiah  descended  from  the  platform,  after  saying 
the  benediction  over  the  Torah  and  receiving  a 
shower  of  oats  from  the  woman's  gallery.  The 
next  instant  Rabbi  Bear,  pale  and  trembling, 
ascended  the  platform,  but  was  unable  to  utter 
speech.  With  his  hands  on  the  scroll,  and  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  sacred  Ark,  he  stood  there  overcome 
by  emotion.  He  wept  audibly  before  he  found 
strength  to  speak.  "My  brethren,  since  the  fall 
of  Zion  numberless  were  the  trials  of  Israel,  but 
they  were  scarcely  excelled  by  the  ordeal  which 
faces  us  at  this  hour.  Our  Czar  commands  us  to 
deliver  seven  out  of  every  thousand  Jewish  souls  to 
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be  enlisted  in  the  army,  and  this  at  an  age  when 
our  children  may  be  easily  cheated  of  their  faith. 
The  Kahal  suppressed  the  ukase  for  a  whole  month, 
you  know  it  now;  the  decree  is  irrevocable  as  long 
as  the  Czar  wills  it  so." 

It  was  a  thunderbolt  from  a  clear  sky.  "Seven 
out  of  every  thousand!"  was  the  despairing  cry. 
One  quicker  in  figuring  than  the  rest,  found  that 
Vietka  alone  would  have  to  give  up  over  twenty 
of  her  boys.  This  had  the  effect  of  an  electric 
shock.  In  a  moment  the  women  in  the  gallery 
caught  the  refrain,  "Twenty  of  our  boys!"  The 
prayer-book  dropped  from  Hannah's  hand.  The 
mere  possibility  that  her  son  might  be  drafted  into 
the  army  was  sufficient  to  unnerve  her.  She  was 
quick  to  perceive  the  danger  which  it  was  beyond 
her  power  to  ward  off,  and  she  felt  the  weight  of 
a  fear  that  grew  the  more  closely  she  considered  it. 

The  next  cry  was,  "We  are  surrounded!"  There 
was  a  rush  for  the  doors  and  the  open  windows, 
but  stern  voices  commanded  the  crowd  to  stay 
within.  A  cordon  of  armed  police  besieged 
the  place,  denying  ingress  and  egress.  Confusion 
ruled  among  the  panic-stricken  multitude.  Hys- 
teric shrieks  of  women  above,  loud  wailing  of  men 
below,  the  fright  of  youth,  and  the  horror  of  age, 
transformed  the  house  of  worship  into  a  bedlam. 
Presently  the  malicious  Yitzchok  made  his  appear- 
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ance  in  the  main  entrance,  calling  on  the  old  to 
pass  out.  He  was  in  his  element.  "Get  out  ye 
holy  old  men;  we  do  not  seek  you  here  to-day/* 
cried  the  dog-catcher  with  ill-disguised  glee.  As 
though  death  was  at  their  heels,  the  confused  mass 
made  for  the  door,  allowing  every  youth,  including 
the  bridegroom,  to  be  intercepted  by  the  police, 
who  acted  under  Yitzchok's  orders. 

Before  the  men  were  at  large,  the  women  had 
rushed  down  like  a  torrent  from  the  gallery,  and 
the  sight  of  the  bridegroom  and  his  companions 
in  the  hands  of  Yitzchok  and  his  gang,  caused  them 
to  rend  the  air  with  lamentation.  Hayim  tore  the 
hair  from  his  head,  but  Hannah,  overcome  by 
terror,  had  fainted.  She  was  carried  home  by 
Lewick  and  Baruch  who,  being  a  stranger,  was 
beyond  the  reach  of  the  Kahal. 

Like  everything  human,  language  is  limited  in 
quantity,  and  insufficient  in  quality,  to  strike  every 
chord  of  the  almost  infinite  gamut  of  mortal  woe, 
so  that  even  the  poet's  and  painter's  recourse  to 
art  leaves  the  imagination  but  half-enkindled, 
touches  but  the  upper  regions  of  the  bottomless 
deep  of  the  soul's  unutterable  anguish,  or  we  would 
have  epics,  tragedies,  and  pictures  that  would 
appal  the  mind  and  break  the  heart.  Therefore  is 
intense  sorrow  tearless  and  speechless.  Job  needs 
a  seven  days'  silence  before  he  finds  words  to  utter 
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his  woe,  and  then  confesses  his  impotence  to  say 
what  he  would  if  he  but  could.  Only  he  who  him- 
self passes  through  the  sanctuary  of  sorrow  knows 
what  the  soul  experiences  in  that  furnace  of  inex- 
tinguishable fire;  for  true  sorrow  is  as  immortal  as 
true  love,  and  both  are  inexpressible. 

When  Hannah  was  restored  to  her  senses  she 
looked  into  Athalia's  deep  eyes  suffused  with  tears, 
whose  form  bent  over  her,  and  whose  lips  touched 
her  cheek  tenderly.  The  only  sign  of  recognition 
was  the  woman's  tight  grasp  of  the  girl's  hand 
which  she  slowly  drew  to  her  heart,  as  if  to  say:  If 
you  could  only  heal  the  deadly  wound  therein. 
There  was  a  trace  of  blood  on  her  mute  lips,  while 
her  stare  was  vacant.  "You  know  me,  mother," 
whispered  the  maiden.  There  was  no  answer.  So, 
too,  was  Hayim  dumb,  his  countenance  like  that 
of  a  man  who  sees  the  grave  close  over  a  dear  one. 
Lewick  alone  had  a  feeble  word  of  comfort.  "If 
money  can  help,  his  chains  shall  be  broken,"  prom- 
ised the  Builder. 

"My  son  in  chains!"  exclaimed  Hayim,  striking 
his  palms  against  each  other,  and  folding  his  hands 
in  anguish. 

"In  chains,"  echoed  a  voice  in  the  adjoining 
room,  where  the  grandfather  in  his  chair  was  hold- 
ing little  Nehemia  in  his  palsied  arms.  "In  chains, 
in  chains,"  moaned  the  old  man  dolefully. 
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Athalia  buried  her  face  in  the  pillow  whereon 
Hannah's  head  rested,  and  gave  vent  to  her  hitherto 
suppressed  grief.  This  drove  Lewick  out  of  the 
room,  but  he  soon  returned  with  Ruth,  his  next 
oldest  daughter,  and  charged  her  to  assist  her  sister 
in  her  office  of  nurse  and  house-keeper.  Lewick 
realized  that  Hannah  was  in  a  critical  condition, 
and  he  ran  for  the  doctor  whom  he  personally  knew, 
having  built  a  house  for  him. 

*'She  had  a  hemorrhage,  and  we  cannot  reach 
the  bleeding  point,"  explained  the  physician  dryly. 
"Her  pulse  discourages  hope." 

"When  will  she  be  better?"  inquired  Lewick, 
who  knew  no  more  of  surgery  than  of  the  Talmud. 
"If  she  only  could  tell  us  where  the  thing  is,"  added 
he  regretfully. 

"She  will  never  tell  you  anything.  There  was  a 
nervous  tension,  a  shock,  and  the  bursting  of  a 
blood-vessel,  that  is  all,  and  enough  to  give  the 
grave-digger  a  job,"  said  the  doctor  indifferently, 
and  left  the  room. 

Fortunately  neither  Hayim  nor  the  others  under- 
stood a  word  of  the  diagnosis,  and  Lewick  had  to 
be  satisfied  with  the  dim  suspicion  that  it  was  a 
serious  thing,  the  word  "grave-digger"  having  im- 
pressed him  forcibly.  But  why  should  one  believe 
a  heartless  Goyf  was  his  conclusion. 
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"What  did  the  Goy  say?"  asked  Hayim  with  an 
air  of  incredulity. 

"What  should  he  say?  God  is  the  best  Rofe- 
Cholim''  (healer  of  the  sick),  was  the  evasive 
answer.    "She  will  get  better." 

"She  is  a  sick  woman,  my  poor  wife,"  muttered 
Hayim  almost  inaudibly,  his  eyes  riveted  on  the 
patient^s  face,  whose  vacant  gaze  gave  no  indica- 
tion of  consciousness.  "She  is  a  sick  woman,  and 
our  son  is  in  chains." 

The  next  moment  Hayim  and  Lewick  turned 
their  faces  toward  the  wall  facing  the  East  to  offer 
heartfelt  prayer  to  the  Bestower  of  suffering.  The 
sun's  decline  reminded  them  of  the  evening  orison. 

Throughout  the  city  the  expressions  of  sorrow 
were  loud  and  heartrending.  The  deep  popular 
aversion  to  service  in  the  Czar's  army  is  founded 
on  good  reasons.  It  generally  means  a  dog's  life 
in  the  worst  sense.  To  the  Jew,  however,  con- 
scription implied  something  worse  than  physical 
wretchedness.  The  policy  of  Nicholas  was  under- 
stood to  involve  a  scheme  of  conversion  of  appalling 
magnitude.  The  most  impregnable  stronghold  of 
the  bureaucratic  Romanoffs  is  the  Greek  Catholic 
Church.  Aversion  to  the  national  Church  stands 
for  indirect  opposition  to  its  imperial  head,  and 
therefore  the  incessant  persecution  of  dissenters 
under  the  Czars.     Of  course,  in  the  judgment  of 
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the  Holy  Synod,  the  Jews  are  the  most  incorrigible 
of  infidels.  To  overcome  this,  Nicholas  conceived 
the  idea  of  having  Jewish  children  enrolled  in  the 
army  at  an  age  when,  the  mind  being  unsettled, 
bodily  chastisement  was  expected  to  accomplish 
greater  wonders  than  all  other  persecution  and 
the  eloquence  of  the  clergy  combined.  With  this 
end  in  view  each  Kahal — usually  constituted  of 
twelve  deputies  and  the  presiding  Isborstzik — was 
held  accountable  for  strict  compliance  with  the 
Czar's  inexorable  ukase. 

That  the  local  authorities,  thus  invested  with 
despotic  power  from  which  there  was  no  appeal, 
often  abused  their  trust,  must  pass  as  a  matter  of 
course.  Every  so-called  deputy  had  not  alone  the 
influence  to  shield  his  immediate  kinsfolk,  but  used 
it  not  infrequently,  to  satisfy  feelings  of  rancor,  on 
helpless  enemies.  Nor  was  it  always  the  case  that 
the  Kahal  was  made  up  of  the  most  respected  men 
of  the  Jewish  population.  Some  knowledge  of 
Russian,  familiarity  with  the  tricks  of  tchinovnikSf 
or  the  cumulative  sins  of  the  Kahal,  qualified  one 
for  election  to  an  office  which  was  neither  sought 
by  the  good  nor  the  wise  man.  But  very  often 
sheer  necessity  forced  those  representatives  to  be 
unjust,  particularly  when,  as  in  this  case,  with  the 
date  fixed  for  delivery  in  sight,  there  were  no  re- 
cruits to  be  delivered.     It  was  a  struggle  of  self- 
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preservation,  in  which  the  stronger  trampled  down 
the  weaker.  Yet,  to  the  credit  of  the  Kahal,  be  it 
recorded,  that  only  in  cases  of  extreme  necessity- 
was  the  only  son  and  support  of  a  poor  family 
taken.  Nor  was  the  aristocracy  of  learning — and 
there  is  one  in  Russian  Jewry — treated  with  want 
of  respectful  consideration  and  leniency,  sometimes 
endangering  the  personal  safety  of  the  Kahal  itself. 
But  in  this  present  emergency,  the  deputies  were 
stunned  by  the  imperial  decree,  and  before  the 
Isborstzik  returned  from  the  capital,  whither  he 
had  gone  for  information  and  certainty,  they  found 
themselves  confronted  by  the  danger  of  having  no 
recruits  at  the  fixed  date,  and  so  resorted  to  the 
extreme  measure  of  drawing  in  all  they  could  lay 
hands  on. 

Haying  recovered  from  his  consternation,  Isaiah 
found  himself,  with  twenty-seven  other  boys,  be- 
hind the  bars  of  Yitzchok's  unblessed  house,  all 
handcuffed,  and  each  one  chained  to  an  iron  ring 
screwed  in  the  wall.  The  boys  had  on  their  festive 
clothing,  long  robes  of  satin;  Isaiah's  head  being 
adorned  by  a  magnificent  Cap  of  sable,  a  symbol 
of  spiritual  rank  among  the  Chassidim.  Some  had 
their  voluminous  prayer-books  with  them,  each  one 
embodying  a  religious  library,  next  to  the  full  cycle 
of  prayers  and  the  Book  of  Psalms.  From  their 
manner  it  could  be  inferred  that  they  did  not  realize 
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the  gravity  of  the  situation;  had,  in  fact,  no  clear 
conception  of  what  their  confinement  implied. 
They  were  too  young  to  grasp  the  ordeal  reserved 
for  them,  too  inexperienced  to  conjure  up  the  hob- 
goblins of  evils  to  come.  And  "malicious  Yitz- 
chok"  seemed  anything  but  malicious.  The  dog- 
catcher  had  never  before  been  in  such  good  com- 
pany, and  he  was  resolved  to  enjoy  it.  His  speech 
overflowed  with  friendliness.  With  a  dozen  armed 
men  guarding  every  door  and  window,  Yitzchok 
freed  the  limbs  of  the  recruits,  and  invited  them  all 
to  a  good  dinner  he  had  prepared  for  the  occasion. 

"Eat,  drink,  and  be  jolly,  boys;  it  is  not  a 
bachelor's  meal,  to  be  sure,  but  we  have  here  every- 
thing to  satisfy  a  Jewish  stomach — shalet,  kugel, 
and  what  not?  Here  is  vodka  and  caviar  to  begin 
with.  Who  will  make  kiddiishf  Let  the  old 
women  howl.  It  is  just  as  good  to  be  a  soldier  as 
to  be  a  tailor,  or  to  buy  skins  and  grain,  gather 
rags,  sell  nails  and  pots,  saw  wood,  or  slay  dogs. 
If  I  were  younger,  upon  my  honor,  I  should  pray 
to  be  graced  with  the  Czar's  uniform." 

Yitzchok's  conviviality  remained  not  only  un- 
acknowledged, but  there  was  a  peculiar  contraction 
of  muscle  in  the  youthful  faces  of  the  boys,  peculiar 
to  persons  affected  with  nausea.  The  sight  of  dog- 
skins stretched  on  frames  in  the  yard  commanded 
by  three  windows  sickened  the  prisoners.     They 
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could  not  disassociate  the  odor  of  the  proffered 
food  from  the  smell  of  dog's  flesh.  Sordid  as  was 
Yitzchok's  nature,  he  felt  the  sting,  and  resented 
the  slight  by  re-applying  the  handcuffs  and  the 
chains.     In  this  house  he  was  lord. 

At  the  approach  of  eve  Isaiah  led  his  companions 
in  prayer,  and  as  the  shades  gathered  over  the 
gloomy  building,  a  feeling  of  great  depression  stole 
upon  him.  His  heart  was  heavy,  and  tears  did  not 
come  to  his  relief.  It  was  the  first  trial  of  his  life, 
and  it  found  him  wholly  unprepared.  He  was  old 
enough  to  indulge  the  sweet  dream  of  love,  but  too 
young  to  cope  with  a  dark  reality.  Torn  from  the 
vision  of  felicity,  from  the  arms  of  his  beloved, 
he  saw  himself  in  vile  fetters,  within  prison  walls, 
under  the  roof  of  the  basest  man  he  knew,  and 
with  the  fearful  prospect  of  seeing  an  adamantine 
barrier  rise  between  him  and  his  adorable  Athalia. 
It  seemed  incredible  that  such  a  state  of  things 
could  last  for  any  length  of  time.  Where  is  Jus- 
tice? What  is  God  doing?  But  man  must  not 
scrutinize  the  ways  of  Almighty.  Ah,  if  he  only 
knew  the  secret  of  making  himself  invisible,  as 
certain  mystics  had  done  in  moments  of  peril.  If 
he  only  had  studied  the  mysteries  of  the  Kabbalah, 
he  might  be  able  to  foresee  things  to  come,  or  to 
conjure  up  some  superhuman  power  to  do  his  bid- 
ding.   How  he  would  wreak  vengeance  on  Israel's 
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oppressor!  Could  not  his  father  do  something  of 
the  kind?  The  boy  had  no  doubt  that  his  sire 
could  perform  wonders  by  virtue  of  his  Kabbalistic 
knowledge.  Has  he  not  heard  amazing  tales  of 
the  Baal-Shem's  omnipotent  doings  in  the  spiritual 
realms?  By  the  knowledge  of  the  Ineffable  Name, 
that  sky-controlling  chief  had  all  the  hosts  of 
heaven,  all  the  elements  of  the  nether  worlds  at 
his  command. 

That  night  Athalia,  who  had  made  her  bed  next 
to  that  of  the  unconscious  Hannah,  was  raised  at 
midnight  from  her  sleep  by  a  voice  which  sent  a 
thrill  of  awe  through  her  startled  being.  It  came 
from  the  darkness  of  the  next  room,  stirring  in  its 
appealing  notes,  touching  in  the  sweetness  of  the 
childlike  lament,  heart-moving  in  the  pathos  of  a 
self-conscious  martyrdom.  In  her  father's  house 
the  girl's  dreams  had  never  been  disturbed  by  so 
awful  a  vigil.  Lewick's  sleep  was  as  sound  as  his 
appetite,  and  the  fall  of  Zion  affected  his  emotions 
on  the  Ninth  of  Ab  as  it  should,  but  not  before. 
Athalia  turned  her  eyes  on  her  patient's  counten- 
ance, illumining  the  features  by  the  tallow  taper  in 
her  hand;  the  maiden's  heart  was  chilled.  Glazed 
eyes,  white  lips,  the  mask  of  death  stared  into 
vacancy.  The  spirit  had  departed,  leaving  a  with- 
ered semblance  of  the  tabernacle  it  inhabited. 
From  the  darkness  of  the  next  room  flowed,  in 
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accents  dear  to  Israel:  "Yea,  though  I  walk 
through  the  shadow  of  the  valley  of  death,  I  will 
not  fear  evil." 

After  a  night  of  feverish  slumber,  broken  by  the 
calls  of  watchmen  and  the  clink  of  chains,  Isaiah, 
his  phylacteries  on  head  and  arm,  having  been 
unfettered  for  the  purpose,  faced  the  East,  with 
eyes  closed  in  prayer.  His  companions  did  like- 
wise, and  the  silence  of  the  room  was  stirred  by 
voices  smothered  by  sobs.  There  was  a  sympa- 
thetic response  without,  and  a  cry,  "You  cannot 
get  in." 

"Here  is  a  permit  from  the  Isborstzik,  and  there 
is  Rabbi  Bear,"  Lewick  was  heard  to  say.  Yes, 
the  Rabbi  was  there,  a  picture  of  pain,  and  Lewick, 
Athalia's  arm  interlinked  with  his,  could  have  posed 
as  a  statue  of  Laocoon  commiserated  by  Mel- 
pomene. Yitzchok  caused  the  iron  door  to  grate 
on  its  hinges,  and  pricked  his  ears  to  learn  the 
object  of  so  early  and  so  distinguished  a  call.  The 
fact  that  he  was  not  the  attraction  did  not  prevent 
him  from  feeling  gratified.  He  had  never  dreamed 
of  being  thrown  into  such  associations,  or  of  being 
vested  with  such  authority  as  his  ofifice  of  jailer 
implied.  The  boys  rose  reverently  as  the  Rabbi 
entered,  and  Athalia^s  presence  was  as  much  of  a 
wonder  to  Isaiah's  comrades  in  pain  as  it  was  a 
soothing  and  cooling  balm  to  his  heartburning. 
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But  the  welcome* group  looked  too  woe-stricken 
to  inspire  hope,  and  the  spiritual  head  soon  con- 
firmed the  suspicion  of  the  boys  that  the  message 
was  of  the  darkest  purport.  Fixing  his  eyes  on 
Isaiah,  Bear  began: 

"My  son,  the  Lord  of  all  spirit  and  all  flesh  has 
been  pleased  to  visit  us  with  a  full  measure  of 
sorrow,  and  he  made  your  father's  cup  and  yours 
overflow.    Son,  your  mother " 

Here  the  sage  broke  down.  A  scream  which 
frightened  Yitzchok  and  the  guards  without,  rent 
the  air,  and  Athalia  was  in  the  arms  of  her  bride- 
groom. Bear  hurried  out.  Love  condoled  with 
sorrow.  Nature  triumphed  over  old  custom;  for 
never  before  in  the  annals  of  Slavonic  Israel  has  a 
bride  been  seen  in  the  embrace  of  her  lover,  shy 
bashfulness  being  the  accepted  attribute  of  immacu- 
late innocence.  Yet  was  this  exception  not  alone 
pardoned,  but  made  the  theme  of  poetry  and  song. 

At  any  other  time  Hannah's  death  would  have 
thrown  a  pall  of  mourning  over  the  congregation 
that  held  her  in  so  high  honor.  The  circumstances 
under  which  she  died,  coupled  with  the  bridal  joy 
fresh  in  memory,  and  the  desolation  of  many  other 
homes,  made  her  departure  the  culmination  of  the 
first  act  in  the  tragedy.  Yosef  the  Isborstzik 
yielded  to  Bear's  appeal  to  allow  Isaiah  to  say 
kaddish  over  his  mother's  grave,  and  the  spectacle 
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of  the  "Open  Head,"  the  happy  bridegroom  of  the 
day  before  yesterday,  following  the  bier,  of  his 
mother,  surrounded  by  a  score  of  armed  police- 
men, was  one  Vietka  has  never  forgotten.  Indeed 
the  "righteous  Hannah,  who  lived  in  holiness,  and 
died  in  anguish,"  as  the  Rabbi  spoke  of  her,  was 
to  be  envied  by  those  who  survived  her.  How 
gladly  Hayim  would  have  shared  the  grave  with 
his  saintly  wife! 

Hannah's  death  secured  the  privilege  to  Isaiah 
of  receiving  every  other  day  a  visit  from  one  of 
his  dearest,  and  Athalia  was  not  the  last  who  availed 
herself  of  the  opportunity.  Lewick  was  on  the  out- 
look for  an  achwotnick  (a  substitute),  but  there 
was  none  to  be  found.  The  Czar's  uniform  had  no 
more  attraction  for  the  non-Jew  than  for  the  Jew. 
Rather  be  anything  than  a  soldier,  was  the  senti- 
ment of  the  people  at  large.  Hardship,  toil,  hunger, 
and  blows  summed  up  the  military  prospects  of  the 
private  in  the  ranks.  Public  flogging  was  an  addi- 
tional feature  of  the  Czar's  paternal  discipline, 
applied  to  the  soldier  as  to  the  serf. 

Hayim's  profound  faith  in  Divine  Justice  sus- 
tained him  in  his  trials,  but  the  white-headed  grand- 
father wrung  his  hands  mournfully,  and  querulously 
insisted  that  the  guards  liberate  his  grandchild. 
When  enlightened  as  to  the  hopelessness  of  his 
demand,  he  raised  his  hands  heavenward  in  pain 
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and  prayer.  Like  his  visionary  son-in-law,  he  ever 
disdained  to  familiarize  himself  with  the  grosser 
concerns  of  this  world,  which  is  but  "the  vestibule 
of  the  one  to  come."  Nicholas  was  to  him  "Yavan 
the  Oppressor,"  who,  like  Antiochus,  his  prototype 
of  yore,  aimed  at  the  extirpation  of  the  ancient 
faith,  and  thus  forfeited  his  claim  to  a  seat  in  the 
nether  Paradise  where,  according  to  the  Talmudic 
verdict,  the  righteous  of  all  nations  are  entitled 
to  a  chair.  The  nonogenarian  held  rank  among 
the  "mourners  of  Zion,"  who,  with  their  souls  hov- 
ering over  Mount  Moriah,  are  always  willing  to 
pray  for  the  prosperity  of  a  good  Government,  and 
do  it  also  for  a  bad  one  because  it  is  a  duty  to  pray 
for  the  powers  that  be. 

The  old  man's  grief  was  so  great  that  he  would 
neither  eat  nor  drink,  having  seen  his  daughter  sink 
into  an  untimely  grave,  and  her  child  in  chains.  In 
vain  did  little  Nehemia  coax  him  to  take  food;  in 
vain  did  Athalia  prepare  for  him  dainties  he  was 
known  to  like.  He  raved,  discoursed  with  the  air, 
alternately  wept  and  laughed,  and  was,  five  days 
after  his  daughter's  burial,  found  dead  in  his  cush- 
ioned seat,  the  phylacteries  on  his  forehead  and 
his  left  arm.  Before  him  lay  an  open  Pentateuch, 
with  his  index  finger  pointing  to  the  grim  prophecy 
of  Moses:  "And  ye  shall  be  lost  among  the  nations; 
and  the  land  of  your  enemies  shall  consume  you." 
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The  old  man  died  convinced  that  his  people  were 
suffering  for  their  sins. 

So  Hayim  was  left  with  his  youngest  child, 
Nehemia,  his  untold  affliction,  and  Athalia  as  his 
comforting  angel.  Lewick  allowed  no  want  to 
reach  Hayim's  door,  and  his  daughter,  knowing  her 
mother  to  be  well  provided  with  help,  and  watched 
over  by  Ruth,  devoted  the  most  of  her  time  and 
attention  to  the  ill-fated  Kabbalist  and  his  remain- 
ing child.  She  needed  an  outlet  for  her  pent  up 
love,  and  fed  her  intense  yearning  for  Isaiah  by 
devotion  to  his  widowed  father  and  his  orphaned 
brother.  Hayim's  days  of  heavy  mourning  were 
greatly  mitigated  by  his  endeavors  to  compute,  in 
the  light  of  what  he  knew  of  the  realms  of  mystery, 
the  height  of  the  rank  his  lamented  Hannah  was 
entitled  to  hold  in  the  ''world  of  formation,"  which 
is  a  very  lofty  station  in  the  scale  of  spiritual  evolu- 
tion, held  by  virtues  of  ethereal  substance.  Ah,  if 
his  Isaiah  were  only  dead!  But  he  was  in  the 
hands  of  the  Goyiml 


FIFTH  CHAPTER. 
The  Horrob  of  the  Red  Fubt. 

Five  long  weeks  had  passed  since  that  memor- 
able Sabbath  when  the  siege  of  Vietka's  oldest 
synagogue  was  followed  by  the  incarceration  of 
Isaiah  and  his  companions,  culminating  in  his 
mother's  tragic  death,  and  the  people  were  still 
in  the  dark  as  to  the  "day  of  delivery."  It  was  the 
Kahal's  secret,  and  the  hearts  of  the  parents  mostly 
concerned  trembled,  lest  they  rise  some  morning 
to  find  Yitzchok's  den  empty,  and  their  children 
spirited  away  during  the  night.  The  weeks  of  sus- 
pense were  indeed  hard  to  bear.  The  impatience 
of  youth,  the  dismal  monotony  of  the  watchman's 
call,  the  clinking  of  chains,  and  the  lamentations 
of  dear  ones  within  the  hearing  of  those  behind 
the  bars;  the  repulsive  food,  the  crawling  days  and 
the  endless  nights,  awakened  in  the  embryo  recruits 
an  irrepressible  longing  for  a  change,  whatever 
it  might  be. 

It  was  again  on  a  Sabbath  when  the  people  in 
their  places  of  worship  were  alarmed  by  the  infor- 
mation that  two  *^black  wagons"  had  been  seen 
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directed  by  malicious  Yitzchok,  who  had  of  late 
risen  to  an  unenviable  importance.  "They  are 
going  to  carry  off  our  Isaiah,"  lamented  a  matronly 
woman  in  apparently  delicate  health,  who  made  for 
the  door,  followed  by  the  whole  crowd  that  filled 
the  women's  gallery.  She  was  Athalia's  mother 
and  shared  her  daughter's  despondency  as  well  as 
Lewick's  sympathy  with  Hayim  in  his  misfortune. 
In  a  moment  the  synagogue  was  empty,  and  those 
quick  of  foot  soon  returned  from  Yitzchok's  den 
with  the  reassuring  statement  that  nothing  pointed 
to  an  immediate  change  in  that  quarter,  the  black 
wagons  having  been  stationed  elsewhere.  "They 
will  take  them  out  this  coming  evening,"  prophe- 
sied a  voice,  and  "the  coming  evening,  the  coming 
evening,"  was  the  refrain  of  the  moment.  Everyr 
body  felt  sure  that  night  would  see  the  boys  on 
their  way  to  Moghileff. 

Lewick  had  scarcely  entered  his  house  when 
Athalia,  who  had  filially  attended  to  Hayim's 
domestic  concerns  that  morning,  rushed  into  the 
room  white  as  a  corpse,  crying  distractedly: 
"Father,  father,  they  are  going  to  take  him  away, 
the  black  wagons!  Come,  let  us  see  him — let  me 
speak  to  him." 

"I  fear  it  is  -  in  the  evening,  not  before,  girl. 
Baruch  is  instructed  to  inform  us  should  it  happen 
sooner.     He  is  to  have  an  eye  on  the  house — will 
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remain  there  all  day  long.  The  Kahal  would  not 
desecrate  the  Sabbath.  Rabbi  Bear  would  put  them 
in  Cher  em  (ban).  They  dare  not  violate  our  Sab- 
bath, they  dare  not  do  it,"  emphasized  the  Builder, 
to  whom  the  Rabbi's  ''ban"  was  a  fulmination 
dreadful  to  think  of.  Jewish  orthodoxy  wields  in 
excommunication  a  terrific  weapon  as  a  deterrent 
to  those  who  lack  the  philosophical  self-sufhciency 
of  a  Spinoza,  and  even  he  bitterly  felt  the  curse  that 
was  hurled  against  him.  The  mother  tenderly  em- 
braced her  unhappy  child,  both  giving  vent  to  their 
sorrow.  'The  coming  evening,  my  chossujty  my 
chossunr  moaned  Athalia. 

"Take  courage,  daughter,"  pursued  Lewick  in  a 
husky  voice;  "we  are  going  to  Moghileff,  our 
friend,  you  and  I;  yes,  we  are  going  to  Moghileff, 
and  money  will  be  lavished  to  ransom  your  chossun. 
If  we  fail,  then  it  is  because  God  would  have  it  that 
way.  Money  goes  a  great  way — money,  you 
know." 

Eating  was  out  of  the  question.  Baruch  brought 
the  assurance  that  the  recruits  would  not  be  moved 
till  after  nightfall  when,  it  had  been  positively 
ascertained,  they  would  be  taken  to  the  capital  of 
the  Gubernium.  With  this  sad  assurance  Athalia 
hurried  to  Hayim's  desolate  home  to  minister  to 
his  wants,  and  she  found  the  Kabbalist  engaged  in 
explaining  to  little  Nehemia  that,  according  to  the 
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rank  assigned  immortal  virtues  after  passing 
through  the  trials  of  this  life,  his  mother's  soul  must 
have  found  repose  in  the  fourth  Hechal  or  heaven. 
The  child  looked  drowsily  into  his  father's  eyes, 
and  fell  asleep  the  moment  Athalia  took  him  on 
her  lap. 

That  afternoon  the  guards  around  Yitzchok's 
den  were  redoubled,  and,  in  compliance  with  the 
Isborstzik's  order,  only  Rabbi  Bear  was  to  have 
access  to  the  boys.  Whoever  could  walk,  however, 
and  had  eyes  to  see  was,  at  the  approach  of  eve,  in 
the  neighborhood  of  the  fortified  dwelling,  so  that 
nightfall  saw  the  whole  congregation  around  the 
guarded  building.  Useless  to  dwell  on  the  varied 
expressions  of  despair  uttered  by  parents  and 
kindred.  The  group  that  attracted  the  most  notice, 
however,  clustered  around  poor  Hayim,  who 
looked  blankly  before  him,  his  right  hand  held  by 
Athalia  his  left  by  Nehemia,  behind  him  Lewick 
and  Baruch.  A  double  line  of  police  held  the  crowd 
back.  The  approach  of  the  vans  was  greeted  by 
the  multitudes  with  the  cry,  "the  black  wagons — 
the  black  wagons."  The  dark  vans  drew  up  before 
the  entrance  which  a  few  minutes  before  had  opened 
to  admit  the  Rabbi. 

"Sons  of  the  immutable  Covenant,"  began  the 
sage,  "our  inscrutable  God  decreed  that  thousands 
of  our  children  be  delivered  to  those  who  neither 
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love  our  people  nor  honor  our  faith.  They  who 
deify  a  Jew,  worship  a  Jewess,  and  outrage  the  race 
to  whom  they  are  indebted  for  what  earthly  treas- 
ures cannot  repay,  are  destined  one  day  to  join  us 
in  the  adoration  of  the  One  Supreme.  Providence 
planned  our  dispersion  for  the  benefit  of  mankind. 
Israel  is  the  anointed  of  the  Lord.  Rely  on  Him 
who  will  guard  you  in  the  lion's  den,  provided  you 
remain,  like  Daniel  of  yore,  faithful,  come  what 
may.  Serve  the  Czar,  whom  Almighty  enthroned 
for  a  purpose  to  be  revealed  in  time,  but  desert  not 
the  God  of  our  fathers.  Your  trials  will  be  hard, 
but  having  endured  your  share  of  them,  your 
reward  hereafter  will  be  great.  For  you  the  glory 
is  reserved  to  prove  that  the  Jew  is  both  the  light 
and  the  martyr  of  the  world." 

The  boys,  with  hands  folded  and  heads  drooping, 
listened  with  profound  reverence  to  the  spiritual 
chief,  who  laid  a  blessing  hand  on  each  juvenile 
head,  trying  in  vain  to  suppress  the  emotion  be- 
trayed by  his  flowing  tears. 

Night  spread  her  dark  wings  over  the  city,  a 
cloudy  sky  deepening  the  gloom  of  the  evening, 
and  a  stiff  November  wind  caused  the  people  to 
pull  up  their  collars  and  pull  down  their  fur  caps. 
The  ground  was  frozen  hard,  but  there  was 
little  snow,  and  the  few  withered  leaves  of  a  late 
autumn  rustled  and  were  driven  about,  the  play  of 
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the  gale.  Nature  stood  robed  in  mourning,  as  if 
in  sympathy  with  man  in  misery.  The  appearance 
of  the  first  two  boys,  chained  together  by  wrist 
and  leg,  was  the  signal  for  hysterical  cries.  They 
were  forced  to  enter  the  Kahal's  convoy  by  the 
light  of  a  lantern,  followed  by  the  others  in  fetters, 
Isaiah  being  one  of  the  last  two.  "The  chossun — 
the  chossun r  (bridegroom)  cried  some;  "The  Open 
Head,"  cried  others  of  the  large  crowd. 

Isaiah's  eye  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  group  dear- 
est to  his  heart.  Among  them  was  the  one  he 
most  loved  on  earth. 

"We  leave  to-morrow  for  Moghileff,"  was 
Lewick's  offered  solace. 

A  flitting  smile  on  the  boy's  face  was  the  ac- 
knowledgment, such  a  smile  as  has  often  been  seen 
on  the  faces  of  victims  being  led  by  the  score  to 
the  guillotine. 

The  KahaFs  convoy  moved  out,  leaving  a  burn- 
ing void  in  a  hundred  bleeding  hearts.  What 
meant  that  prodigious  column  of  smoke  reddened 
at  its  base,  as  it  distinctly  rose  to  enormous  height? 
"Fire,  Fire!"  The  sable  air  shivered  at  the  multi- 
tudinous cry.  The  bells  of  the  belfry  rung  out  the 
alarm.  The  military  drum  and  trumpet  were  an- 
swered by  the  local  troops  billeted  in  private  quar- 
ters. In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  the  crowd  dis- 
persed, everyone  running  to  his  home  to  save  what- 
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ever  he  could  from  the  red  fury.  The  next  moment 
the  skies  glowed  like  a  furnace,  and  men  and 
women  acted  like  the  inmates  of  a  madhouse. 
Vietka  was  on  fire,  with  a  gale  to  madden  the 
dreadful  element. 

From  the  excitement  a  conflagration  spreads  in 
civilized  centres,  where  insurance  is  the  rule,  where 
there  is  a  disciplined,  perfectly  equipped  fire- 
brigade,  and  where  the  water  supply  'joins  its 
pressure  to  that  of  the  throbbing  fire-engine  to  raise 
volumes  of  the  fluid  to  the  necessary  height,  it  may 
be  readily  inferred  how  terrorized  people  must  be 
by  the  cry  of  "fire"  in  crowded  cities  where  solid 
masonry  is  the  exception;  where  thousands  of 
thatched  wooden  buildings  are  filled  with  hay  and 
other  combustibles;  where  insurance  is  a  thing 
unheard  of,  a  fire-engine  undreamed  of,  and  where 
people  depend  for  their  water  either  on  springs  here 
and  there,  or  on  a  distant  river,  or  on  a  well  with 
two  buckets  running  on  a  pulley,  the  one  descend- 
ing empty  while  the  other  ascends  filled.  Therefore 
thousands  of  families  in  Russia  are  often  rendered 
homeless  and  destitute  by  fires,  while  the  dense 
crowding  of  house  on  house  in  the  limited  quarters 
the  Government  assigns  to  Jews,  makes  the  prop- 
erty of  the  Russian  Hebrew  the  especial  prey  of 
those  dreaded  visitations. 

The  Russians  showed  their  thorough  apprecia- 
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tion  of  that  red  fiend's  power  to  conquer  the  almost 
unconquerable,  by  resorting  to  his  fury  to  drive  out 
Napoleon  from  Moscow,  and  he  did  it  well,  though 
at  a  cost  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  million  dollars, 
after  having  consumed  nine-tenths  of  that  ancient 
capital. 

Fire  unchains  confusion  which  runs  riot,  makes 
man  wild,  woman  frantic,  and  the  domestic  animals 
crazy.  The  bells  ring,  the  drums  thunder,  the 
trumpets  bray,  the  air  is  convulsed  with  shrieks 
of  horror;  the  soldiers  are  in  rank  and  file;  the 
sotnik  musters  his  sotnia  (hundred)  of  Cossacks; 
every  policeman  is  on  duty  ready  to  obey  orders; 
the  ispravnik  and  the  stanovoy,  accompanied  by 
their  secretaries  and  under-secretaries,  are  at  the 
scene.  Awaiting  their  proceedings,  everybody 
looks  pale,  nervous,  and  scarcely  knows  what  he  is 
doing,  or  what  he  should  do.  The  streets — usually 
narrow,  ill-paved,  or  unpaved,  lanes — are  strewed 
with  furniture  and  articles  of  every  description. 
Babes  are  passed  from  hand  to  hand;  frightened 
horses  and  cows  career  madly,  stumbling  over 
scared  pigs,  goats,  dogs,  sheep,  and  poultry,  all  at 
large,  and  trampHng  down  whatever  or  whoever 
chances  to  be  in  their  way,  and  the  whole  city  is 
literally  turned  inside  out.  The  felonious  veterans 
and  villagers  of  the  nearest  hamlets  are  the  only 
cool-headed  ones  in  the  sea  of  raving  humanity, 
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and  the  open  market  place,  with  its  stores  emptied 
in  ill-guarded  piles,  is  the  paradise  of  those  thieves. 
Ere  long  the  warning  is  heard, /'Make  way  for  the 
Posarni  instrument T  Twelve  men  bring  on  their 
shoulders  a  long  pole  with  an  iron  hook  at  one  end, 
a  'Vam"  two  American  boys  could  easily  run  away 
with;  a  ladder  thirteen  feet  long  follows  on  the 
shoulders  of  another  dozen  of  "firemen,"  who  kick 
right  and  left,  and  lavish  volleys  of  obscene  objur- 
gations on  the  "lazy  fellows  who  do  nothing."  Be- 
hind them  comes  a  lumbering  two-wheeled  vehicle 
bearing  a  barrel  of  water,  half  of  the  precious  liquid 
being  spilt  because  the  goaded  horse  has  become 
almost  unmanageable,  and  with  these  the  limits  of 
official  potency  in  face  of  the  devouring  element 
have  been  reached. 

Meanwhile  the  flames  assume  proportions  for- 
midable enough  to  dishearten  the  most  efficient 
fire-brigade  on  earth.  It  is  a  deluge  of  roaring  fire, 
reaching  up  to  the  clouds,  and  igniting  buildings  in 
the  remotest  suburbs.  Barrels  and  buckets  are 
empty;  the  ram  and  the  ladder  are  of  no  use,  and  the 
civil  and  military  heads  find  it  high  time  to  look 
for  a  cooler  place.  Stanovoy,  ispravnik  and  sotnik 
hold  a  brief,  very  brief,  consultation,  and  the  result 
is  given  out  in  the  humane  appeal  of  the  stanovoy — 
"Men,  help  the  poor  people!"  That  is  just  what 
the  men  are  impatiently  waiting  for.     Like  packs 
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of  marauders,  policeman,  soldier,  and  Cossack 
make  a  rush  for  the  quarters  the  flames  have  thus 
far  spared.  Whatever  is  valuable  and  not  too  large 
for  a  pocket,  disappears,  as  if  by  magic.  Gallons  of 
intoxicants  are  gulped  down  wherever  found. 
Bakeries,  confectioneries,  restaurants,  taverns, 
pawn-shops,  jewelry-stores,  and  private  homes  are 
"helped"  by  those  guardians  of  peace  and  security 
with  admirable  alacrity,  the  result  being  fighting 
here,  dancing  there,  outrage  elsewhere,  and  drunk- 
enness everywhere.  The  official  heads  are  attend- 
ing to  their  own  personal  affairs,  the  omnivorous 
flames  making  no  distinction  between  their  houses 
and  those  of  lesser  significance.  The  flames  are  by 
this  time  a  seething  hell,  and  the  appalled  people 
face  the  necessity  of  fleeing  for  life,  lest  retreat  be 
cut  ofif.  Once  more  comes  drum  and  trumpet  call, 
but  plunder  and  liquor  have  demoralized  the  bulk 
of  the  otherwise  servile  force.  Some  respond;  some 
are  dragged,  beastly  drunk,  to  spots  of  safety; 
others — and  they  not  a  few — perish  in  the  flames. 
Like  Turkey,  Russia  has  records  of  conflagra- 
tions which  swept  off  important  cities  within  the 
smaller  half  of  a  day  or  a  night,  leaving  a  desola- 
tion that  gives  a  vivid  picture  of  the  catastrophe  of 
Sodom  and  Gomorrah,  while  hundreds  of  towns 
and  townlets  repeatedly  pass  through  the  fire  ordeal 
without  attracting  more  than  a  passing  notice. 
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In  Vietka  the  fire  originated  in  the  KahaVs 
candle  factory,  long  under  the  control  of  Yosef  the 
Isborstzik.  Tallow  candles  were  of  those  articles 
of  consumption  on  which  karohka  (box-tax)  was 
levied  to  defray  the  various  expenses  of  the  Kahal. 
The  monopoly,  generally  sold  to  the  highest  bidder, 
had  been  secured  by  the  Isborstzik,  so  that  every 
taper  burned  in  a  Jewish  house  had  to  come  from 
his  factory.  Here  huge  vats  filled  to  the  brim  with 
purified  tallow  were  kept  in  store  for  use,  and 
spontaneous  ignition  appeared  to  have  caused  the 
fire,  reducing  the  man  and  his  partners  to  the  verge 
of  beggary.  The  doomed  building  happened  to  be 
in  the  proximity  of  a  long  row  of  thatched  stables, 
so  that  the  entire  city  would  have  gone  up  in 
flames,  had  not  the  gale  arrested  the  fire;  but  it 
threatened  the  quarter  which  contained  the  syna- 
gogue, Hayim's  home,  and  Yitzchok's  unholy 
abode.  While  a  throng  threw  themselves  into  the 
house  of  prayer  to  save  the  blessed  Torah,  Lewick 
and  Baruch,  having  assured  themselves  of  the  com- 
parative security  of  their  own  home,  hurried  to 
assist  Hayim  in  saving  his  humble  belongings. 
They  found  Athalia,  aided  by  Nehemia,  engaged  in 
packing  the  necessaries  of  the  household,  while 
Hayim  was  in  the  act  of  tying  up  in  a  bedsheet  a 
heap  of  mystic  papers,  dearer  to  him  than  the  gems 
of  India.  There  was  little  time  to  waste,  the  red 
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fury  having  landed  in  the  immediate  vicinity. 
Hayim's  house  had  to  be  abandoned,  but  he  mut- 
tered thanks  for  the  invaluable  writings  now  beyond 
danger,  a  treasure  transferred  with  its  owner  to 
Lewick's  hospitable  home. 

The  same  night  a  strange  fate  overtook  the 
malicious  Yitzchok.  Seeing  his  house  in  flames,  he 
made  a  desperate  effort  to  save  his  two  valuable 
cows,  one  a  gift  of  the  Kahal  to  supply  the  juvenile 
prisoners  with  milk  while  under  his  charge.  The 
animals  would  not  budge,  do  what  he  might.  His 
wife,  who  hurried  to  help  him,  was  knocked  down 
by  the  brutes  and  trampled  upon.  The  woman  fled 
for  her  life.  Not  so  Yitzchok.  Having  exhausted 
his  vilest  epithets  in  vain,  and  finding  the  cows  im- 
movable even  by  the  substantial  encouragement  of 
a  stick,  he  tried  the  expedient  of  binding  them 
together  by  their  horns,  thrust  himself  violently 
between  them,  with  the  assurance  of  pulling  them 
out  by  main  force.  Yitzchok  was  an  athletic  fellow, 
and  the  scheme  nearly  succeeded.  Unfortunately, 
a  portion  of  an  old,  unused  cistern  reached  under 
the  stable.  Kicking,  swearing  and  pulling  away, 
he  succeeded  in  forcing  the  bewildered  animals  on 
to  the  very  roof  of  the  pestiferous  slough.  The 
boards  gave  way,  engulfing  him  and  the  poor  brutes 
in  the  stagnant  pool  of  liquid  mud.  The  next  in- 
stant the  stable  was  one  blaze.    Whether  Yitzchok 
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had  been  crushed,  or  found  his  death  by  drowning, 
or  by  suffocation,  were  questions  which  bothered 
nobody's  head.  The  man  was  buried  as  he  de- 
served, with  little  respect  and  less  sympathy. 

Day  broke  over  a  broad  area  covered  with  the 
black,  smoking  debris  of  over  three  hundred 
houses,  including  a  synagogue  and  two  churches. 
People  looked  in  vain  for  the  landmarks  which  had 
defined  their  respective  properties  on  the  previous 
day.  Lewick  contributed  freely  to  the  relief  of 
misery  and,  accompanied  by  his  daughter  and 
Hayim,  left  that  same  afternoon  for  Moghileff, 
hoping  against  hope  to  ransom  Athalia's  bride- 
groom. 

The  trip  of  the  recruits  to  the  provincial 
metropolis  was  uneventful.  The  boys  welcomed 
the  change  as  a  comparative  relief  from  the  close 
imprisonment  of  weeks,  and  the  largest  city  of  the 
Gubernium  was  to  some  of  them  an  object  of 
wonder.  The  Builder's  scheme  to  bribe  the  ex- 
amining physician  would  have  failed  even  had  the 
private  conveyance  that  carried  him  and  his  com- 
pany not  arrived  two  days  later  than  the  convoy 
of  the  Kahal.  The  number  of  Jewish  recruits 
offered  by  Vietka  for  selection  was  too  limited  to 
suggest  preferences,  and  Isaiah  was  the  stateliest 
and  most  perfectly  built  of  the  boys  presented. 
"Here  is  a  splendid  sapling  for  the  Czar's  body- 
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guard,"  remarked  the  physician,  who  had  measured 
the  recruit's  height  and  chest,  and  had  satisfied  him- 
self as  to  his  excellent  constitution.  Thus,  by  the 
time  his  best  friends  reached  Moghileff,  Isaiah  had 
been  accepted  and  registered  with  the  other  re- 
cruits. His  hair  was  closely  cropped,  a  suit  of 
coarse,  gray  material  marked  him  as  a  recruit,  and 
he  was  enjoined  sharply  to  obey  the  batiouchka 
(little  father)  under  whose  auspices  he  had  been 
placed.  Relieved  of  his  fetters  Isaiah  enjoyed  a 
certain  degree  of  liberty,  but  it  was  only  the  liberty 
of  a  large  prison. 

However,  the  recruit's  uniform  did  not  become 
Hayim's  son,  and  the  change  it  effected  in  his  ap- 
pearance became  manifest  on  his  meeting  his  father 
and  friends.  Hayim  recoiled  with  astonishment 
from  the  big  vulgar  fellow  who  threw  his  arms 
around  him.  That  was  no  more  "Isaiah  the  Open 
Head,"  but  a  slave  who  had  sworn  to  serve  an 
ungracious  master  for  the  space  of  twenty-five 
years.  What  a  change!  Lewick  stood  mute; 
Hayim  heartbroken.  Who  but  Samael  the  Beast, 
leagued  with  Lilith  the  Harlot,  could  have  accom- 
plished such  a  transformation,  such  a  degradation 
from  the  divine  to  the  brutal !  Athalia  alone,  whose 
intense  love  for  him  read  in  his  eyes  what  his  heart 
hid  in  its   smouldering  deeps,   deeps   the  poet's 
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plummet  will  never  fathom,  found  speech,  and  she 
spoke  soothingly,  tearfully,  tenderly,  religiously. 

"My  heart's  dearest,  my  soul's  holiest,  here  in 
the  presence  of  our  fathers,  take  this  ring  and  wed 
me  as  your  soul's  inseparable  companion  here  and 
hereafter.  Am  I  not  your  bride?  If  we  are  to  be 
sundered  in  body,  no  cruel  fate  shall  sunder  our 
spirits.  Wedded  are  we  forever,  only  let  this  ring, 
let  these  dear  authors  of  our  being  be^r  witness 
that  our  love  has  been  sealed  and  consecrated." 

Before  Hayim  and  Lewick  had  time  to  recover 
from  their  surprise,  Isaiah  caught  the  symbol  of 
love's  union  and,  putting  it  on  Athalia's  finger,  said 
in  Hebrew,  "Thou  art  consecrated  to  me  by  this 
ring  in  accordance  with  the  Law  of  Moses  and 
Israel." 

"My  bridegroom,  my  husband!"  raved  the  girl 
in  pain,  tottering  backward  in  search  of  a  support. 
Athalia  was  on  the  point  of  collapsing  when, 
with  the  clutch  of  a  giant,  the  youth  seized 
her  under  the  arms,  lifting  her  like  a  child, 
and  pressing  her  to  his  breast.  Their  lips 
met  again  and  again.  There  was  inexpressible 
felicity  in  the  burning  touch  of  the  lip,  arming  him 
against  unholy  passion.  It  now  dawned  on  the 
mind  of  the  Kabbalist  that  he  was  the  witness  of  a 
spiritual  wedding,  while  the  unsophisticated  Lewick 
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satisfied  his  paternal  sympathy  in  the  simplest 
manner — he  wept  bitterly. 

When  intense  emotion  had  made  room  for 
normal  feeling,  Isaiah  brought  forth  a  closed  en- 
velope and,  handing  it  to  Athalia,  he  said:  "Here 
are  the  two  locks  which  adorned  my  temples;  I 
saved  them  for  you." 

"Dearest,  what  a  comfort!"  exclaimed  Athalia, 
carrying  the  gift  to  her  lips,  then  to  her  heart,  then 
hiding  it  in  her  bosom.  Neither  Hayim  nor  Lewick 
had  an  idea  of  the  solace  the  maiden  derived  from 
the  possession  of  her  lover's  sacred  locks.  Will 
they  not  recall  to  her  his  luminous  countenance  as 
she  had  frequently  seen  it  beam  with  delight  at  the 
solution  of  some  Talmudic  problem  thought  in- 
soluble? 

The  hour  of  separation  was  naturally  the  hardest 
for  the  young  and  the  old.  Having  repeatedly 
kissed  and  blessed  his  son,  at  the  moment  of  part- 
ing Hayim  placed  a  diminutive  roll  of  parchment 
into  Isaiah's  hand,  and,  turning  his  eyes  heaven- 
ward, fervidly  prayed:  "Thou  great  and  Only  God 
who  art  enthroned  on  the  merchabah*  enwheeled 
by  unnumbered  hosts  of  seraphim,  help  my  child  to 
conquer  the  powers  of  evil  and  unholy  tempta- 
tion, so  that  his  soul  may  re-ascend  to  the  empy- 

*  The  merchabah  is  the  Kabbalistic  name  for  the  chariot  whereon 
the  Almighty  revealed  Himself  to  the  Prophet. 
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rean  height  whence  it  descended  to  glorify  and 
worship  Thee  here  below,  as  countless  myriads  of 
ethereal  essence  recount  Thy  praises  above!  Son — 
Hannah  thy  mother  was  as  devout  a  daughter  of 
the  unchangeable  faith  as  was  she  who  gave  birth  to 
Samuel.  Her  spirit  is  with  thee,  and  so  will  be 
mine,  here  and  hereafter." 

This  appeal  burned  into  Isaiah's  memory.  Atha- 
lia's  last  embrace  followed,  and  may  be  easier  im- 
agined than  described.  Lewick  counted  out  one 
hundred  roubles  to  the  youth  before  the  last 
moment,  and  insisted  on  being  written  to  as  often 
as  Isaiah  should  need  assistance. 

"You  are  my  son,  and  a  goodly  portion  of  all  I 
have  belongs  to  you,"  observed  the  true-hearted 
Builder. 

Duty  warned  the  recruit  not  to  tarry,  and  he  tore 
himself  away  from  the  dear  arms  that  would  not 
let  him  go  if  fate  had  not  said,  "You  must." 


SIXTH  CHAPTER. 

Undeb  the  Czar's  Banner. 

The  first  destination  of  the  company  of  recruits 
Isaiah  had  been  forced  to  join  was  Kiefif,  the  ancient 
capital  spread  on  wooded  hills  on  the  banks  of  the 
Dnieper,  and  revered  by  loyal  Muscovites  as  the 
"mother  of  all  Russian  cities."  A  distance  over 
three  hundred  versts  had  to  be  made  on  foot,  and 
the  order  was  to  do  it  by  forced  marching,  probably 
to  inure  the  lads  to  hardship.  They  were  fed  and 
treated  with  that  tenderness  which  an  old  drover 
extends  to  his  cattle,  the  fist  and  the  foot  being 
liberally  applied  to  those  who,  unused  to  marches 
of  that  length  and  unsustained  by  proper  food  and 
rest,  betrayed  physical  exhaustion.  With  his  com- 
rades Isaiah  was  quartered  for  the  nights  in  stables, 
often  in  the  proximity  of  swine,  an  animal  as  dear 
to  the  Russian  as  the  camel  to  the  Bedouin.  The 
inside  of  the  coarse  bread  distributed  among  the 
recruits  was  repugnant  to  the  eye  and  offensive  to 
the  smell.  If  one  ate  it  he  felt  nauseated;  if  he 
threw  it  away  he  felt  hungry,  beside  rendering  him- 
self liable   to   the   disciplinary   birch.     This   the 
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batiouchka  administered  with  a  lavishness  not  at  all 
commensurate  with  other  attentions  due  to  the 
bodily  well-being  of  the  embryo  warriors  of  His 
Majesty  the  Czar.  There  was  a  superabundance  of 
blows,  and  a  shower  of  the  profanities  in  which  the 
Russian  soldiery  and  police  stand  unexcelled. 

The  nutritious  food  supplied  by  the  scrupulous 
commissariat  of  the  Czar  to  his  brave  host  in  times 
of  war  was,  during  the  last  Turko-Russiah  conflict, 
scientifically  analyzed  at  the  University  of  KiefiF, 
and  the  following  is  an  official  report: 

*Tn  one  hundred  parts  of  these  biscuits  we  found 
an  eighth  by  weight  of  innutritions  ingredients. 
The  water  used  in  the  making  of  them  was,  strictly 
speaking,  no  water  at  all,  but  a  red-brown  liquid 
of  high  specific  gravity,  bearing  some  resemblance 
to  cocoa  with  milk,  and  swarming  with  living 
organisms  which  kept  it  in  continual  movement, 
thereby  hindering  the  subsidence  of  the  inorganic 
matter." 

The  learned  professors  volunteered  the  additional 
observation,  that  they  would  not  feed  dogs  upon 
such  food  as  this,  "being  unwilling  to  inflict  on 
dumb  creatures  the  agonies  which  it  inevitably  pro- 
duces." These  are  chronic  conditions  co-existent 
with  the  Czardom  and  its  bureaucratic  system. 

Arrived  at  Kieff,  the  recruits  were  distributed 
among  older  soldiers  charged  with  their  first  les- 
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sons  in  military  training.  Isaiah's  new  batiouchka 
had  but  a  hazy  notion  of  the  virtue  of  sobriety,  and 
a  much  dimmer  conception  of  honesty,  but  he  knelt 
thrice  daily  before  the  bogs — that  is  the  icons — in 
prayer,  and  his  talisman  was  a  miniature  Madonna 
he  wore  on  his  breast.  His  name  was  Losinsko,  a 
type  of  the  common  Russian  soldier,  cuffed  for 
lying  and  flogged  for  stealing,  with  the  understand- 
ing that  he  has  no  business  to  be  caught,  the  acts 
being  otherwise  tacitly  approved.  This  tutor  Isaiah 
followed  to  a  village  for  the  winter.  Here  Losinsko 
took  up  his  abode  in  a  log-cabin,  while  his  charge 
was  "quartered"  in  a  stable  next  to  it,  and  the  boy 
had  to  be  grateful  for  the  absence  of  swine,  finding 
a  cow's  company  more  acceptable  to  his  Semitic 
instincts.  It  was  now  in  order  for  the  batiouchka 
to  give  his  charge  an  idea  of  the  military  science 
he  represented.  Laying  his  grip  on  the  breast  of 
the  boy,  he  grasped  as  much  of  the  coarse  garment 
as  he  could,  gave  him  a  good  shaking,  and  opened 
the  lesson  with  the  order,  "Tell  me,  Hebrew  dog, 
what  is  thy  name?"  as  though  he  had  never  heard 
it  before. 

"My  name  is  Isaiah  Rubowitch,"  replied  the  lad, 
having  learned  by  this  time  that  a  prompt  answer 
might  spare  him,  a  succession  of  smart  slaps  on 
the  cheek. 

"Isaiah  Rubowitchl"   repeated   the  batiouchka 
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with  an  outburst  of  barbarous  laughter,  "why,  such 
a  name  would  be  fit  for  a  hedgehog,  would  it  not? 
Good,  Rubowitch,  here  light  my  chibouk,  and  let 
me  have  a  smoke,  and  I  will  talk  to  thee  as  I  was 
talked  to  when  I  was  in  thy  coat." 

Isaiah  took  the  tobacco  pipe  and  applied  a  match, 
but  it  appeared  that  the  weed  had  been  maliciously 
moistened  so  that  it  should  not  burn;  for  the  boy 
made  prodigious  efforts  to  make  the  malodorous 
stuff  catch  fire,  but  it  would  not.  Knowing  what  a 
failure  to  carry  out  his  master's  bidding  would 
bring,  Isaiah  tried  hard  to  light  the  sickening 
chibouk,  and  succeeded  so  far  as  to  make  its  reeky 
contents  emit  a  suffocating  fume  which  went  to  his 
head,  causing  him  to  drop  the  pipe.  Like  a  savage 
beast  the  batiouchka  fell  on  him,  cuffing  him  right 
and  left,  and  sending  him  by  a  thrust  of  the  fist 
staggering  to  the  wall. 

*'Not  even  a  pipe  canst  thou  light,  son  of  a  scurvy 
mother;  wilt  thou  eat  the  Czar's  bread  for  nothing, 
eh? — for  nothing!"  was  the  loyal  exclamation. 
Losinsko  meant  what  he  said;  God  and  the  Czar — 
who  else  is  to  be  served  or  obeyed? 

To  revile  an  adversary's  parent,  particularly  the 
mother,  is  characteristic  of  Oriental  barbarism,  and 
is  the  first  oath  ejaculated  by  the  angered  Russian, 
a  profanity  not  infrequently  indulged  in  the  best 
humor.    But  "mother"  was  to  Isaiah  a  name  almost 
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as  inviolably  sacred  as  the  name  of  God,  and  his  fist 
stiffened  at  the  abuse  of  his  martyred  mother.  After 
a  pause,  during  which  the  boy  faced  his  brutal 
master,  he  was  required  to  state  if  he  had  any 
money  about  him.  The  answer  was  given  in  the 
affirmative.  Of  the  hundred  roubles  Lewick  had 
given  him  he  had  ninety-seven  in  hand.  The  dis- 
covery illumined  Losinsko's  covetous  visage. 

"Why,  this  is  a  treasure,  Hebrew  dog.  What 
art  thou  going  to  do  with  so  many  roubles?  Lose 
them?  Spend  them  in  a  tavern? — and  I  to  be  pun- 
ished for  allowing  thee  to  get  drunk?  Come,  let 
me  keep  the  money  for  thee,  but  let  nobody  know 
a  word  about  it,  or  thou  wilt  lose  it,  and  be  flogged 
into  the  bargain.  A  flogging  now  and  then  does 
not  hurt  a  cub  like  thee.  Don't  whisper  to  a  cat 
about  the  money  I  keep  for  thee,  dost  thou  under- 
stand?" 

Isaiah  understood  to  perfection,  but  the  sight  of 
the  money  he  produced  seemed  to  make  his  master 
feel  uneasy,  and  his  soliloquy  betrayed  a  dastardly 
feeling. 

*What  does  the  Hebrew  cub  need  money  for? 
What  use  can  he  make  of  it?  It  is  no  sin  to  get  the 
money  of  a  Jew,  in  whom  every  devil  has  a  share. 
They  all  go  to  hell,  those  Jews,  but  we  Christians 
all  go  to  Paradise.  Don't  we,  Jewish  cub?"  asked 
the  military  theologian  to  confirm  himself  in  his 
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heavenly  meditation.  Then  all  at  once,  as  one  daz- 
zled by  a  brilliant  idea,  he  exclaimed,  "Here  I  have 
it — Jesus,  I  have  it!  Look  here,  son  of  a  scurvy 
dam,  who  in  hell  dost  thou  pray  to?  I  did  not  see 
thee  pray,  and  will  eat  my  shoes  if  I  do  not  make 
thee  pray  to  the  Father,  Son,  and  the  Holy  Ghost. 
Won't  this  be  worth  thy  smeary  roubles?  Yes, 
thou  must  kneel  before  the  image  of  Jesus  whom 
the  Jews  crucified,  or  the  devil  will  tak6  thee  to 
feed  his  grandmother.  The  devil  takes  all  the  Jews 
when  they  die;  they  never  go  to  heaven,  those  dogs 
of  Jews.  I  am  bound  to  save  thy  soul,  young  Jew. 
Papa  Krilewitch  will  baptize  thee.  Sure,  I  am 
going  to  make  a  good  Christian  of  a  Jewish  cub; 
won't  it  be  worth  ninety-seven  roubles?  Now,  here, 
light  my  chibouk,  thou  uncanny  dog;  thou  shalt  be 
a  Christian  man.  The  devil  shall  gnash  his  teeth 
and  wag  his  tail,  but  he  shall  not  have  thy  soul  to 
feed  his  grandmother.'* 

This  was  bad  news  for  the  recruit,  who  did  his 
utmost  to  light  the  disgusting  pipe  which  at  last 
yielded  to  the  fire.  Satisfied  that  the  task  was  done, 
the  boy  handed  the  thing  to  the  batiouchka,  not 
without  wiping  dry  the  end  he  had  had  in  his 
mouth.  A  rain  of  fierce  blows  fell  on  Isaiah's  face, 
and  when,  prompted  by  the  instinct  of  self-preser- 
vation, he  turned  his  head  away,  Losinsko  bel- 
lowed, "Aha,  look  at  me,  son  of  a  harlot,  if  thou 
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again  turnest  thy  beastly  visage  that  way  I  will 
crack  thy  head  open  and  let  the  Hebrew  jelly  out 
of  thy  pumpkin.  It  is  thy  duty  to  hold  forth  thy 
cheek  whenever  thy  superior  chooses  to  smite  it; 
this  is  military  discipline,  and  the  devil  will  tear 
thy  flesh  if  thou  wilt  not  do  what  old  Christian  sol- 
diers must  do  when  cuffed  by  one  who  wears  the 
Czar's  epaulets." 

Isaiah's  face  glowed  like  a  volcano.  Wretched 
creature  that  he  was,  what  could  he  do  but  grapple 
with  an  inexorable  fate.  The  worst  was  yet  to 
come.  Losinsko's  conversion  scheme  was  the 
spectre  he  dreaded  most,  but  he  felt  that  his 
mother's  spirit  was  with  him,  and  he  braced  him- 
self for  the  ordeal. 

The  experiment  with  the  chibouk  was  repeated 
and  continued  with  the  same  result.  The  blows 
came  sharp  and  heavy.  Isaiah  held  out  his  face  in 
the  vain  hope  that  his  tormentor  would  relent. 
With  fiendish  delight  Losinsko  satisfied  his  cruel 
instinct  as  often  as  the  pipe  was  returned.  Once 
more  the  boy  applied  the  light  to  the  hateful 
chibouk,  and  handed  it  to  his  master  in  the  expec- 
tation of  being  smitten  again.  In  his  excitement 
and  pain,  he  omitted  to  wipe  the  thin  end  of  the 
pipe. 

"At  last  thou  didst  understand  me,  cub,"  said 
the  military  scientist  gruffly.     "No  man,  not  even 
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an  unclean  Jew,  need  wipe  off  the  thin  end  of  a 
chibouk;  for  one  mouth  is  just  Hke  the  other,  and 
what  could  be  the  difference?  A  mouth  is  a  mouth, 
a  chibouk  a  chibouk,  and  thou  art  the  whelp  of  a 
scurvy  Jewess,  whom  the  devil  shall  not  have  to 
feed  his  grandmother.  Now,  we  are  done  for  to- 
day. Meet  me  not  to-morrow  with  a  synagogue 
on  thy  countenance.  Baptism  will  drive  the  devil 
out  of  thee.  There  will  be  more  of  thy  tribe  whom 
the  devil  shall  not  have.  By  Jesus,  a  pack  of 
Hebrew  cubs  turned  into  Christians — won*t  it  be 
fun  for  Papa  Krilewitch  to  wash  them  clean?  Here, 
take  this  along  and  wash  it  clean,  too.  It  is  my 
footwear  and  I  must  have  it  soft  and  clean  in  the 
morning.  That  is  all."  Then,  laying  his  forefinger 
on  the  tip  of  his  nose,  he  added,  "And  if  thy  skin 
be  dear  to  thee — not  a  word  of  that  money,  not  a 
word." 

Losinsko's  footwear  consisted  of  a  bundle  of 
filthy  rags  which  Isaiah  had  to  wash,  dry  and  de- 
liver smoothed,  only  to  be  beaten  and  otherwise 
abused,  roughness  being  considered  the  very 
essence  of  discipline  in  the  Czar's  army.  When 
the  famous  doctor  Scariatine — a  phenomenon  of 
Muscovite  integrity — went  to  the  trouble  of  prov- 
ing to  the  higher  authorities  that  cases  of  lameness 
and  other  bodily  disabilities  were  directly  traceable 
to  ill-treatment  of  soldiers  by  officers,  he  was  an- 
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swered  by  Colonel  Brevern  that  "Russian  soldiers 
must  be  beaten  and  knocked  about,  otherwise  you 
can  do  nothing  with  them."  And  in  this  view  he 
was  sustained  by  his  chief,  General  Tejelinkoff,  who 
endorsed  the  verdict  by  the  assertion  that  "disci- 
plinary punishments  are  good  for  imbeciles;  with 
a  brave  soldier  you  must  use  the  fist." 

Three  times  daily  the  drum  sounded  the  call  to 
the  military  kitchen  where  the  meals  were  appor- 
tioned. Like  his  fellow-recruits,  Isaiah  had  his  tin 
vessel  at  hand  to  get  his  portion.  It  consisted  of 
a  pound  of  soggy  bread,  about  a  quart  of  soup — a 
thick  mixture  of  stale  bread  and  sour  cabbage — 
and  a  bite  of  meat,  which  last  he  threw  away  un- 
tasted,  it  being  to  him  forbidden,  besides  unhealthy, 
because  rancid.  The  dough  of  the  bread  was  pre- 
pared in  huge  tubs  wherein  barefooted  bakers 
danced  about,  mixing  up  the  flour  and  the  water, 
while  the  cleanliness  of  the  cookery  demonstrated 
itself  by  the  incidental  turning  up  of  a  small  reptile, 
or  a  well-done  centipede,  which  it  was  prudent  not 
to  notice.  Yet  this  was  the  least  of  Isaiah's 
troubles. 

The  enemy  he  had  hereafter  to  encounter  was 
the  deadliest  to  him  of  all  he  feared.  That  he  was 
obliged  to  worship  God  in  secrecy;  that  the  Sabbath 
had  to  be  broken;  that  the  food  was  an  abomination 
to  his  soul;  that  the  blows  came  as  regularly  as  the 
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hours,  with  no  word  of  kindness  to  soothe  his  feel- 
ings, not  a  glimmer  of  a  hope  that  there  might  be  a 
break  in  the  dark  cloud,  all  these  became  secondary 
considerations  the  moment  the  prospect  of  enforced 
conversion  stared  him  in  the  face.  The  boy  realized 
that  resistance  meant  wretchedness,  but  he  was 
determined  to  resist  to  the  uttermost.  Rather 
death  than  treason!  A  miniature  prayer-book 
proved  a  great  comfort  to  him  the  moment  he 
found  himself  unobserved.  His  talisman  was  the 
mezuzah  his  father  had  given  him,  having  scribbled 
thereon  mystic  hieroglyphics  supposed  to  be  names 
of  potent,  superhuman  powers.  Early  dawn  and 
twilight  were  the  moments  of  Isaiah's  secret  devo- 
tion. It  was  a  misery  sustained  by  a  lofty  con- 
sciousness of  suffering  for  an  ideal  cause.  To  be  a 
Jew  in  the  midst  of  Jews,  however  outraged  and 
downtrodden,  was  little  compared  with  the  condi- 
tions under  which  his  loyalty  was  tried.  What  does 
the  glitter  of  this  world  count  for  in  face  of  the 
joys  everlasting  reserved  for  the  faithful  in  the 
other  world?  In  this  respect  Jewish,  Christian,  and 
Mussulman  orthodoxy  strike  the  same  note. 

Isaiah's  critical  day  happened  to  be  on  a  Satur- 
day. Reporting  for  duty  he  found  his  batiouchka 
in  a  lively  mood,  and  by  no  means  able  to  walk  a 
straight  line,  or  to  speak  a  plain  word.  The  man 
had  regaled  himself  in  a  tavern  to  a  degree  that 
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rendered  his  speech  unintelligible;  so  that  the  re- 
cruit was  doubtful  whether  he  understood  his 
orders.  However,  while  Isaiah  was  performing 
his  several  duties,  such  as  sweeping  the  room, 
mending  coarse  linen,  and  strapping  the  soldier's 
razor,  Losinsko's  eyelids  would  not  stay  up.  The 
drunkard  settled  himself  on  a  low  bench  near  the 
wall,  and  snored,  with  his  head  hanging  down  on 
his  breast.  In  the  boy's  face  there  was  such  an 
intense  concentration  of  contempt  as  only  a  mas- 
ter's hand  could  impart  to  a  picture.  To  him 
Losinsko  was  the  personification  of  brutalized 
manhood.  Here  was  a  man-beast,  typifying  many 
millions  of  human  beings  whose  nature  may  be 
summed  up  in  the  one  syllable,  "slave,"  and  this 
of  the  lowest  kind.  On  a  sudden  the  boy  was 
startled  by  a  tumble  and  a  thud,  followed  by  an 
angry  voice  that  swore  at  the  "Jewish  cub."  Losin- 
sko had  lost  his  balance,  had  fallen  heavily,  and 
Isaiah  was  frightened  lest  he  charge  him  with  an 
act  which  would  constitute  an  offence  of  a  grave 
nature. 

"How  long  did  I  sleep,  and  how  did  the  bench 
move?"  asked  the  batiouchka,  having  picked  him- 
self up  with  an  effort. 

"You  have  slept  about  two  hours,  and  you  fell 
I  do  not  know  how;  for  I  have  been  engaged  in 
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sharpening  your  razor  when  I  heard  you  stir  and 
fall,"  replied  Isaiah  somewhat  relieved. 

"It  is  all  right;  nobody  need  know  anything 
about  it.  I  had  a  glass  or  so  this  morning;  bad 
vodka  I  suppose,  that  is  all.  Only  twenty-five 
kopecks  of  thy  money  went  there,  Rubowitch;  I'll 
save  the  rest  for  thee,  but  don't  say  a  word  about  it, 
cub.  The  drill-sergeant  would  claim  it  all  for  him- 
self, and  this  would  be  the  last  of  it.  Yes,  I  will 
make  a  Christian  of  thee,  or  I  will  eat  my  own  feet; 
yes,  bite  my  own  feet.  Thou  shalt  be  a  good  Chris- 
tian." 

Isaiah  said  nothing  in  reply.  There  was  a  pen- 
siveness  in  Losinsko's  half-sobered  face  which  the 
boy  did  not  like,  and  his  apprehension  was  justified 
by  the  sequel.  The  batiouchka  bethought  himself 
of  something  he  ought  to  do  for  his  charge  in  re- 
turn for  the  money  which  he  never  dreamed  of 
returning,  and  the  translation  of  his  thought  took 
the  form  of  the  following  proposition. 

"Rubowitch,  I  expect  thou  wilt  be  baptized  with 
a  pack  of  other  Jewish  cubs  whom  the  devil's 
grandmother  shall  not  have.  That  has  to  come. 
Papa  Krilewitch  is  right  when  he  says  that  all  the 
Hebrews  are  cursed,  and  fit  for  Satan's  stew-pan. 
O,  how  they  will  squeak,  howl  and  wriggle,  with 
a  hundred  black  fiends  grinning  at  their  antics! 
Yes,  all  the  Jews  have  not  an  inch  of  heaven,  not 
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an  inch.  Jesus,  I  would  not  be  a  Jew  if  the  Czar 
gave  me  Jerusalem!  Give  up  thy  crazy  hocus- 
pocus,  boy,  renounce  a  scurvy  mother  and  a  dog- 
father,  kiss  the  cross  and  be  saved.  What  dost 
thou  say  to  this,  uncanny  dog?  Am  I  not  thy 
best  friend?    Come,  and  be  a  good  Christian." 

Pale  with  suppressed  wrath  at  the  abuse  heaped 
on  his  parents,  Isaiah  fixed  an  eye  full  of  inexpres- 
sible hatred  on  the  blasphemer,  closing  his  lips,  and 
clinching  his  fists,  but  making  no  answer.  His 
grim  aspect  provoked  the  drunkard's  savage  nature, 
who,  dealing  the  boy  a  blow  on  his  chest,  yelled, 
"Bastard  of  a  Jew,  wilt  thou  open  thy  muzzle?" 

"A  Jew  I  am,  and  a  Jew  I  shall  die,"  asseverated 
Isaiah  with  rigid  firmness. 

"Aha,  thy  flesh  will  go  to  the  dogs,  and  thy  soul 
to  the  swine,  cub  of  a  beast,  wilt  thou  dare  me — 
wilt  thou?  It  is  God's  will  and  the  Czar's,  Papa 
Krilewitch  preached  last  Sunday,  that  all  the  He- 
brews of  Russia  turn  Christians,  dost  thou  hear? 
Wilt  thou  defy  God  and  the  Czar?  Ha,  ha!  God 
and  the  Czar!  Wouldst  thou  like  a  hundred  of  the 
green  birch  on  thy  back?  If  I  had  been  born  of  a 
hedgehog  dam  as  thou  hast  been,  would  not  I  be 
glad  to  be  made  a  Christian  man,  and  cheat  the 
devil  of  his  fun?  Would  not  I — eh?  Now,  see 
those  images  of  our  Redeemer  and  his  blessed 
mother — if  thy  superior  kneels  before  them,  wilt 


Under  the  Czar's  Banner  1 17 

thou  do  likewise?"  said  the  champion  of  Russian 
orthodoxy. 

"I  am  ready  to  die,  but  will  never  kneel  before 
any  images  in  heaven  or  on  earth.  Born  a  Jew, 
I  neither  defy  God  nor  the  Czar  in  being  what  the 
Almighty  bade  me  be;  for  if  God  had  destined  me  to 
be  a  Christian  I  would  not  have  been  born  in  a 
Jewish  home.  It  were  an  infamy  to  desert  the 
faith  of  my  parents,  such  a  faith!"  afBrmed  the  boy 
emphatically.  Defiance  took  the  place  of  fear  and 
Isaiah  was  determined  to  fight  it  out. 

Instead  of  being  impressed  by  the  boy's  firmness, 
Losinsko  seized  his  arm,  and  with  a  violent  jerk 
brought  him  down  on  his  knees,  kneeling  at  the 
same  time  with  the  intention  of  keeping  the  recruit 
down  before  the  images.  In  the  struggle  that  en- 
sued the  batiouchka  did  not  get  the  best  of  it,  the 
boy  pulling  him  along  in  his  efforts  to  get  on  his 
feet,  and  finally  succeeding  in  breaking  away  from 
his  oppressor,  who  remained  stretched  on  the  floor. 
Once  on  his  feet,  Isaiah  caught  the  razor  he  had 
ready  for  his  master's  use,  and  swore  by  the  God 
of  his  sires  that,  unless  Losinsko  desisted  from 
tormenting  him,  he  would  cut  his  existence  short 
with  one  sweep  of  the  steel.  Defeated  in  the 
double  trial  of  moral  and  physical  strength,  Losin- 
sko's  cowardly  soul  was  overawed  by  the  fierce 
resistance  and  the  desperate  determination  of  his 
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charge.  In  a  voice  which  betrayed  apprehension 
he  cried,  "Mad  Jew-cub,  put  the  razor  away!  I 
shall  have  nothing  to  deal  with  thee  before  thy 
ojffence  is  reported  to  the  drill-sergeant.  Let  him 
tell  me  how  to  instruct  a  madman.  Thou  wilt  not 
lay  the  razor  aside?  Very  well,  cut  thy  throat,  and 
let  the  devils  in  hell  tear  thy  soul!" 

With  this  suggestion  Losinsko  put  on  his  great- 
coat, and  left  the  room,  locking  the  door  behind 
him.  Isaiah  did  not  put  aside  the  razor  until  his 
tormentor  disappeared,  when  he  fell  where  he  stood 
and  wept  bitterly.  Whichever  way  he  looked,  was 
despair.  The  only  escape  from  misery  was  death, 
and  this  outlet  filled  him  with  horror.  Wonderful 
as  the  law  of  gravitation  is  the  instinct  of  self- 
preservation,  overpowering  even  when  every  hour 
is  a  sixty  minutes'  agony.  It  is  less  death  than  the 
uncertainty  back  of  it  that  we  are  in  dread  of.  That 
sweep  of  the  razor  would  have  spared  the  lad  a 
world  of  suffering,  but  the  philosophy  of  self-de- 
struction is  not  one  endorsed  by  nature.  Thus  is 
patience  made  a  virtue  when  there  is  no  earthly 
way  out  of  the  troubles  that  turn  life  into  a  hot 
furnace.  "Self-murder  is  a  crime,"  muttered  the 
boy  to  himself,  preferring  to  endure  whatever 
Providence  reserved  for  him. 

Isaiah  heard  the  drum  beat  the  dinner  hour,  and 
was  left  to  ponder  for  hours  over  his  dark  present 


Under  the  Czar's  Banner  1 19 

and  darker  future  before  two  batiouchki  arrived 
to  lead  him  to  the  officer  under  whose  authority 
the  cantoned  recruits  were  being  trained. 

That  important  personage  was  engaged  in  dril- 
ling a  company  in  the  open  field  when  Isaiah  was 
placed  before  him  to  await  his  irrevocable  verdict. 
The  proceeding  of  this  court-martial  was  brief. 
Having  brought  his  troop  to  a  stand,  the  officer 
turned  round  on  his  heel,  fixed  his .  eyes  on  the 
offender,  and  asked  him  whether  he  had  been  in 
earnest  in  his  threat  to  take  his  life  rather  than 
obey  his  batiouchka?  The  answer  was  in  the  affir- 
mative, and  the  order  was,  "Give  him  twenty-five 
green  birches." 

The  verdict  was  carried  out  with  a  ceremonious 
punctuality  worthy  of  a  religious  performance  in 
the  orthodox  Church.  The  place  was  the  very 
stable  where  the  boy  lived,  except  when  on  duty. 
Here  Losinsko  had  everything  in  readiness,  being 
too  familiar  with  military  punishment  to  entertain 
any  doubt  as  to  its  kind.  Public  flogging  was  then 
a  daily  diversion  in  the  realms  of  the  Czar,  and 
passed  as  a  matter  of  course  in  civil  as  well  as  in 
military  circles.  This  method  found  its  way  into 
the  village  and  the  high-school,  birch,  whip,  and 
knout  being  freely  applied.  The  Cheder  (Hebrew 
school)  enforced  obedience  by  the  birch;  the  con- 
gregational culprit  was  brought  to  his  senses  by  a 
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sound  flogging;  and  there  was  not  a  home  in  the 
land  where  refractory  children  had  not  learned  to 
respect  the  "threatening  twig."  Isaiah  got  it  in 
the  soldierly  fashion,  which  was  likewise  that  of 
the  police.  He  was  laid  flat  on  his  stomach,  one 
man  sat  on  his  shoulders,  the  other  on  his  legs,  his 
back  was  bared,  and  Losinsko  administered  the  rod 
with  a  zest  which  grew  with  every  stroke.  The 
victim  heard  the  "recorder"  count  fifteen,  after 
which  the  cuts  drew  blood,  and  the  sense  of  pain 
was  gone. 

If  Losinsko's  cruelty  was  gratified,  his  surprise 
was  not  small  to  hear  no  sound  whatever  escape 
the  boy's  lips.  "What — has  the  Jew-cub  a  devil's 
hide?"  asked  the  brute  of  his  assistants.  There- 
upon Isaiah  was  lifted  bodily  from  the  ground  and 
thrown  over  the  partition  which  separated  the  hay 
from  the  cattle.  Here  he  was  left,  alone — hating, 
outraged,  bleeding,  desperate,  and  despising  him- 
self for  cleaving  to  an  existence  so  wretched  that 
it  would  hardly  be  sinful  to  end  it,  had  he  but  the 
heroic  resolution  of  a  Samson  or  a  Saul  to  throw 
himself  into  the  arms  of  death  rather  than  be  the 
sport  of  the  Philistines.  What  had  life  in  store  for 
him?  But  if  he  killed  himself— alas !  they  would 
throw  him  into  a  ditch,  swearing  at  the  "Jew-cub." 
O,  had  he  but  died  at  home,  how  tenderly  would 
they  have  laid  him  to  rest  with  his  mother,  with 
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sweet  prayers  and  sweeter  tears!  How  Athalia 
would  have  consecrated  his  grave  by  the  pearls  of 
her  hungry  soul,  her  dreamy  eyes! 

Benign  Grace  sent  sleep  to  soothe  the  boy's  an- 
guish, and  he  had  a  vision  which  gave  him  comfort. 
It  was  evening  when  he  opened  his  eyes,  all  sore 
and  miserable.  His  gory  shirt  stuck  to  his  back. 
Rise  he  could  not,  but  he  succeeded  in  straighten- 
ing up  his  frame  so  that  he  was  able  to  rest  his 
head  and  shoulders  against  the  wall.  Thus  lean- 
ing, he  tried  to  recall  the  phantoms  of  his  dream, 
his  mother's  image  burned  in  his  memory,  and 
Athalia's,  bending  over  him  and  smiling  approv- 
ingly. In  his  ear  was  the  ring  of  Rabbi  Bear's 
voice,  "The  Jew  is  the  light  and  martyr  of  the 
world."  But  it  was  his  father's  pathetic  notes  that 
woke  thrilling  echoes  in  his  responsively-attuned 
soul.  That  voice  which  he  had  been  used  to  hear 
at  midnight,  as  if  to  brace  him  against  stern  trials, 
he  heard  now  with  the  spirit's  ear.  "By  the  rivers  of 
Babylon  there  we  sat,  and  we  wept  when  we  remem- 
bered Zion."  Also  the  ode,  "I  lift  mine  eyes  unto 
the  mountains;  whence  shall  my  help  come?  My 
help  comes  from  the  Lord,  Creator  of  heaven  and 
earth;  behold  He  slumbers  not  and  sleepeth  not, 
the  Guardian  of  Israel." 

The  spiritual  felicity  of  the  rapt  Kabbalist  took 
possession  of  the  heart  of  his  son,  who  took  up  the 
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sacred  strain,  pouring  forth  the  soul's  grief  in  a 
stream  of  divine  melody!  He  sang  one  psalm  after 
the  other,  his  eyes  closed,  his  voice  subdued,  his 
tears  flowing,  his  spirit  communing  with  the  Be- 
stower  of  sorrow,  soaring  skyward,  yearning,  wor- 
shiping, resigned,  yea,  self-sufificient,  forgetting 
the  world  with  what  is  good  therein  or  bad.  Yea, 
the  Guardian  of  Israel  slumbers  ijot;  help  is  sure 
to  come;  if  not  here,  then,  ah!  in  the  truer,  purer 
world  hereafter,  his  mother's  blessed  world.  The 
Czar  and  his  minions,  who  are  they?  The  earth 
will  swallow  them;  oblivion  will  wipe  out  their 
memory;  but  Israel's  glory  will  endure  with  the 
stars.  Suffering  for  a  lofty  idea,  for  the  redemption 
of  man  from  idolatry,  and  his  restoration  to  God 
and  truth,  is  an  enviable  destiny,  and  dying  for 
humanity  a  triumph.  Isaiah's  conviction  that  he 
was  destined  to  take  rank  among  Israel's  immortal 
galaxy  of  martyrs  deepened,  and  he  gloried  in  his 
mission. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  the  boy  had  a  glimpse 
of  his  father's  visionary  Nirvana;  but  his  momen- 
tary self-forgetfulness  was  entirely  out  of  harmony 
with  the  gross  reality  of  things,  and  it  passed  like 
the  phantom  that  had  begotten  it.  Something 
caused  his  eyelids  to  quiver;  his  lips  closed;  his 
eyes  opened,  and  lo!  there  over  the  partition^the 
sad  symbol  of  his  privacy — illumined  by  the  glare 
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of  a  lantern,  he  saw  with  surprise  three  pairs  of 
eyes  watching  him  with  curious  wonder.  The  in- 
trusion was  inhuman,  and  it  filled  the  boy  with  a 
painful  sense  of  what  he  thought  a  profanation  of 
his  Holy  of  Holies.  He  recognized  only  one  of 
the  intruders,  the  ofKicer  who  had  spoken  his  ver- 
dict that  afternoon.  Of  the  other  two,  one  looked 
older  than  the  officer,  and  wore  the  familiar  robes 
of  a  village  priest,  the  other,  much  younger,  wore 
the  garments  of  a  theological  student. 

The  officer  enjoyed  the  honor  of  residing  at  the 
parsonage,  and  for  that  privilege  he  was  indebted 
to  two  distinct  causes;  one  was  the  marriageable 
daughters  of  the  parson;  the  other  the  conversion 
of  the  Jewish  recruits  cantoned  within  his  parish. 
The  pastor  was  the  Papa  Krilewitch  to  whose 
orthodox  zeal  Losinsko  had  referred  with  such  ad- 
miration. In  fact  the  priest  lost  no  opportunity  of 
furthering  by  every  means  the  soul-saving  project 
of  conversion,  his  inexhaustible  topic  being  the 
Czar's  admirable  plan  for  redeeming  his  Jewish 
subjects  and  the  success  that  was  sure  to  crown 
his  efTort. 

"Of  course, he  had  said  at  the  table  in  reference  to 
that  question,  "you  could  as  well  turn  a  hog  into 
a  goose  as  convert  an  old  Jew;  but  much  may  be 
done  with  the  young,  which  proves  the  wisdom  of 
our  orthodox  Emperor." 
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"Yet  there  is  at  least  one  of  those  youths, 
batiouchka,  who  declared  his  resolve  to  commit 
suicide  rather  than  go  to  heaven  as  an  orthodox 
Christian/'  observed  the  officer  in  a  tone  that 
grated  on  the  pastor's  ear,  and  aroused  the  sus- 
picion that  his  guest's  enthusiasm  was  not  so  ardent 
as  his  in  regard  to  the  contemplated  wholesale 
conversion. 

"Ah,  who  would  think  it  possible!  Would 
rather  die  than  become  a  Christian!  Now,  does 
not  this  show  the  wisdom  of  the  Czar?  The  Jews 
will  never  be  good  Russians  until  they  are  con- 
verted, and  it  is  high  time  that  the  thing  begin 
and  end  forever.  It  is  regretable  that  some  Chris- 
tians are  indififerent  in  this  vital  matter,"  said  Krile- 
witch  pointedly. 

"Is  there  a  provision  in  the  military  laws  for  an 
offence  of  this  nature?"  inquired  Nikita,  the  only 
son  of  the  house,  who  pursued  theological  studies 
at  Kieff,  and  was  home  on  his  vacation. 

"The  case  is  unique  and  unprovided  for  in  the 
military  code.  Proselytism  is  the  business  of  the 
Church  governed  by  the  Holy  Synod;  our  duty  is 
to  enforce  obedience,"  replied  the  officer,  in  a  way 
which  left  no  doubt  about  his  indifference  as  to 
the  rest. 
-    "So  the  young  Jew's  perverseness  drew  upon 
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him  no  chastisement  whatever?"  asked  the  Papa, 
obviously  disapproving  of  such  leniency. 

"In  so  far  as  the  threat  indicated  a  leaning  to- 
ward insubordination  it  was  visited  with  a  flogging; 
the  boy  received  twenty-five  green  birches,"  an- 
swered the  officer  dryly. 

"Were  it  reasonable  to  assume  that  the  lad 
would  have  carried  out  the  threat?"  questioned 
Nikita. 

"Appearances  mislead,  but  you  should  not  wager 
much  on  the  assumption  that  he  will  not  do  to- 
morrow what  he  admitted  he  was  determined  to  do 
to-day.  A  comrade  informs  me  by  letter  that  one 
of  the  Hebrew  recruits  under  his  charge,  rather 
than  be  baptized,  threw  himself  from  a  bridge  into 
a  millpond,  and  was  drowned,"  remarked  the  officer 
calmly.     The  ladies  ejaculated  their  astonishment. 

"That  sounds  like  a  piece  of  the  Asmonean  tale. 
I  should  like  to  see  the  boy  who  loves  his  life  less 
than  he  hates  Christianity,"  said  the  student  sug- 
gestively.   "They  are  a  strange  people,  those  Jews." 

"You  would  see  a  splendid  specimen  of  youth, 
tall,  fair  and  firm,  un-Hebraic  in  look,  I  should  say, 
nearly  six  feet  high,"  added  the  officer. 

Hereupon  the  mother  and  daughters  of  the  house 
joined  their  petitions  that  Papa  Krilewitch  and  his 
son  should  be  permitted  to  visit  the  boy,  and  see 
what  might  be  done  in  the  matter  of  his  salvation. 
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The  officer  interposed  no  difficulty,  and  we  have 
seen  them  gaze  at  Isaiah  as  they  found  him,  each 
one  having  his  own  idea  of  the  youth. 

There  was  something  singularly  impressive  in 
the  unfamiliar  notes  as  well  as  in  the  individuality 
of  Isaiah,  whom  the  Christians  hesitated  to  disturb, 
apparently  yielding  to  that  inscrutable  mystery 
which  overawes  the  mind  wherever,  whether  in 
worship,  spiritual  meditation  or  poetry,  a  soul  is 
beheld  in  the  supreme  effort  of  unbosoming  herself 
in  communion  with  the  Infinite  Mystery.  The 
Russians  felt  it  impossible  to  treat  the  scene  with 
any  other  feeling  than  one  oj  reverence,  so  that 
even  the  priest,  who  had  credited  the  devil  with 
the  drowning  of  the  lad  the  officer  had  spoken  of, 
looked  very  grave;  reminded  by  the  association  of 
things  of  the  star  of  Bethlehem  that  directed  the 
three  wise  men  to  worship  the  Jewish  babe  born  in 
a  manger.  But  if  the  scene  was  something  of  a 
wonder  to  old  Krilewitch  and  the  officer,  it  was  a 
revelation  to  the  theological  student,  who  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  received  an  impulse  to  know 
more  of  the  despised  people  whom  the  recruit 
represented. 

Nikita  was  a  young  man  full  of  promise,  eccen- 
tric enough  to  be  independent  in  his  views,  with  a 
strong  leaning  toward  that  sceptical  class  who,  in 
Russia,  find  it  hard  to  seek  salvation  in  the  servility 
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of  an  orthodoxy  which,  in  their  judgment,  is  the 
slavish  handmaid  of  a  chain-forging  bureaucracy. 
Thus,  while  qualifying  himself  for  a  higher  office 
in  the  national  Church  under  the  immediate 
auspices  of  the  Metropolitan  of  Kieff,  Nikita  har- 
bored what  the  Czar's  police  brands  as  "dangerous 
thoughts,"  dangerous  enough  to  have  landed  him, 
had  they  been  known,  for  the  resjt  of  his  life  in  a 
"House  of  Detention." 

And  this  was  not,  and  is  not  to  be  recorded, 
among  the  startling  phenomena  in  the  social  and 
religious  life  of  Muscovy.  Where  men  cannot  be 
what  they  are,  they  will  endeavor  to  seem  what 
they  are  required  to  be.  There  would  be  no  raison 
d*Stre  for  the  ubiquitous  "Third  Division,"  the  most 
perfect  espionage  system  known  in  the  annals  of 
t3Tanny,  if  half  of  the  civil  and  military  world  in 
Russia  were  not  suspected  of  leading  a  double-life. 
Nikita  belonged  to  the  wide-awake  class  known  as 
"young  Russia."  To  his  mind  Isaiah  was  a  youth 
not  to  be  undervalued,  and  he  concluded  to  stand 
by  him  to  the  best  of  his  ability.  Here  was  a  boy 
who  had  a  will  and  a  conviction,  a  mind  and  a 
principle,  scorning  the  idea  of  being  forced  into  a 
Church  which  he  abhorred.  A  quick  thought 
flashed  through  the  student's  mind,  but  Krilewitch 
was  to  find  out  later  what  his  son  planned.  The 
son  found  it  necessary  to  make  ample  allowances 
for  his  father's  mental  and  sentimental  limitations. 


SEVENTH  CHAPTER. 
Between  Two  Evils. 

At  the  sight  of  the  officer  Isaiah  made  an  attempt 
to  get  up  and  out  of  the  hay,  but  he  fell  back,  with 
his  teeth  closed  in  pain,  owing  to  the  rubbing  of 
his  sores  against  his  coarse  underwear;  and  when 
Losinsko,  who  had  stood  behind  the  group,  was 
ordered  to  help  him  up,  the  boy  shrieked,  his  shirt 
having  dried  into  the  gory  cuts  on  his  back.  "Has 
the  surgeon  been  with  him?"  asked  the  officer 
sternly.  Losinsko  replied  that  such  had  not  been 
the  order.  Two  fierce  blows  in  the  face  brought 
to  the  batiouchka  retribution  sooner  than  he  had 
anticipated. 

"Tell  the  surgeon  that  he  is  wanted  here,  beast," 
was  the  command;  and,  turning  to  Isaiah,  the 
officer  continued  in  a  softer  voice,  "Thou  hast  had 
thy  twenty-five  rods  in  full,  I  doubt  not;  or  did  he 
count  more?" 

"I  cannot  say,  your  honor;  I  did  not  count 
them,"  returned  the  boy. 

"It  needs  much  presence^of  mind  to  do  that,  but 
thou  seemest  to  have  enough  of  it.     Thou  wilt 
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"  Isaiah  made  an  attempt  to  get  up.' 
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find  disobedience  too  expensive  a  luxury  to  indulge 
in  the  Czar's  army;  thy  oath  of  fealty  binds  thee 
to  obey  thy  batiouchka  appointed  to  instruct  thee. 
Whatever  he  tells  thee  thou  must  do." 

"So  I  did,  your  honor,  but  he  dragged  me  along 
and  down  on  my  knees  to  worship  images,  which 
is  forbidden  to  us  who  believe  in  the  One  God." 

"That  is  not  the  generally  approved  method  of 
making  proselytes,  I  presume,"  was  the  officer's 
comment,  addressed  to  the  parson. 

"Losinsko  is  perhaps  a  good  Christian,  who 
thinks  any  method  right  that  leads  to  the  best  re- 
sult. It  is  better  to  be  a  little  overzealous  than  a 
little  too  lukewarm  in  the  interest  of  the  holy 
cause,"  returned  Krilewitch  significantly. 

"Losinsko  is  an  overzealous  drunkard,  and  went 
far  beyond  his  instructions  in  what  does  not  con- 
cern him;  knocking  down  a  boy  before  icons  will 
hardly  serve  the  cause  of  orthodoxy,  one  should 
think,"  rejoined  the  officer. 

"Hardly,"  coincided  the  student  in  open  disa- 
greement with  his  father.  "And  thou  wouldst 
rather  die  than  worship  images?"  asked  Nikita, 
farcing  Isaiah. 

"I  hate  treason,  sir,  more  than  I  fear  death,  and 
prefer  to  die  an  honest  Jew  rather  than  live  a  false 
Christian;  I  cannot  be  converted  honestly,  and 
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would  not  be  otherwise/'  replied  the  boy  firmly, 
with  his  face  contracted  in  pain. 

"Thou  canst  not  have  a  deep  conviction  that 
God  prefers  thy  death  to  thy  kneeling  before 
images?"  pursued  the  student  insinuatingly. 

"I  do  not  know  that  faith  and  conviction  are  the 
same  thing,  but  we  believe  it  to  be  our  mission  to 
proclaim  the  Unity  of  God,  the  brotherhood  of 
man,  and  to  live  a  true  life.  This  I  could  not  do  as 
a  Christian.  If  my  faith  is  worth  living  for,  it  is 
worth  dying  for,"  affirmed  Isaiah. 

"How  canst  thou  prove  that  the  Jews  live  for 
the  Unity  of  God  and  the  brotherhood  of  man?" 
asked  the  student  with  evident  curiosity. 

"Our  Decalogue  explicitly  forbids  the  worship  of 
images,  including  any  likeness  of  anything  in  the 
heavens  above,  on  the  earth  beneath,  and  in  the 
waters  under  the  earth,  there  being  but  one  God. 
And  'Love  thy  fellow-man  as  thyself  means  noth- 
ing if  it  does  not  mean  that  all  men  are  brothers, 
and  should  love  one  another,"  replied  Isaiah  with  a 
consciousness  of  moral  strength. 

"From  'the  Hebrew  standpoint,  then,  the  wor- 
ship of  images  is  rank  idolatry,  and  we  are  heathens, 
batiouchka,  as  dark  and  barbarous  as  the  hordes 
whom  old  Abraham  tried  to  convert.  Is  not  this 
the  logic  of  the  case?"  questioned  the  officer,  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  priest. 
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"Exactly,  that  is  just  what  Jewish  insolence 
amounts  to,  and  I  am  glad  that  you  are  struck  with 
the  paradox.  We  heathens!  Think  of  it — we,  and 
the  Czar  with  us,  heathens,  and  the  Jews  our 
teachers!  And  we  should  wonder  that  the  Czar  in 
his  wisdom  strives  to  uproot  the  weed  of  the  land!" 
exclaimed  Krilewitch,  a  contemptuous  expression 
disturbing  the  serenity  of  his  pious  features. 

"Nothing  wonderful  in  this;  the  only  dilemma  in 
the  case  is  that  Jesus  was  himself  a  Jew,  one  bom 
and  bred  among  his  people,  who  ought  to  have 
their  say  in  the  matter,"  remarked  the  officer,  a 
skeptic  sarcasm  in  his  eye. 

Krilewitch  internally  resented  the  insinuation 
that  the  Jew's  conception  of  the  thing  might  be 
worth  discussing,  and  he  tried  to  cut  the  talk  short 
by  hinting  that  a  stable  was  not  the  proper  place 
to  debate  the  beginnings  of  Christianity.  The 
officer's  attitude  annoyed  him. 

"It  begins  with  a  stable,  though,  father,"  lacon- 
ically observed  the  student,  who,  with  filial  delicacy 
tried  to  spare  his  father  further  embarrassment  by 
asking  Isaiah,  whether  he  had  ever  read  the  New 
Testament,  and  if  so,  whether  he  had  not  found  it 
contain  light  nowhere  else  to  be  found? 

"I  have  read  the  Book  of  the  New  Testament," 
answered  the  boy,  leaning  his  frame  against  the 
partition  in  evident  exhaustion.     "I  have  read  it 


132  The  Archierey  of  Samara 

carefully.  The  good  things  therein  are  not  new, 
and  the  new  ones  are  not  true,  not  to  one  con- 
versant with  our  traditional  literature,  the  Talmud. 
As  to  the  worship  of  images,  Jesus  himself,  were  he 
alive,  would  rather  be  crucilfied  again  than  worship 
icons,  he  having  expressed  his  perfect  faith  In  the 
Supreme  One.  The  best  things  of  the  New  Cove- 
nant the  Christians  have  not  actualized.  Next  to 
the  Unity  of  God,  Jesus  teaches  love  of  peace, 
humility,  self-abnegation,  and  good  will  to  man, 
which  are  the  essential  teachings  of  my  faith.  That 
Jesus  had  come  to  confirm  the  Law  not  to  substi- 
tute for  it  another  one,  is  a  statement  of  his  own, 
which  I  have  read  in  the  New  Covenant,'*  said 
Isaiah. 

"You  look  faint,  my  poor  fellow,  yet  answer  me 
briefly  what  I  ask,"  requested  the  student.  "Art 
thou  as  conversant  with  the  Talmud  as  thou  seem- 
est  to  be  with  all  the  Scriptures?" 

"The  Talmud  was  the  study  of  my  youth,  sir, 
and  I  am  fairly  at  home  in  it,  having  stored  much 
in  memory.  They  called  me  at  home  "Isaiah  the 
Open  Head,"  because  of  my  memory  serving  me 
better  than  that  of  most  others  in  the  acquisition 
of  the  knowledge  which  Jews  rate  high,"  returned 
the  boy. 

"Ah,  it  is  the  Talmud  which  the  Jews  rate  so 
high?" 
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"No,  it  is  knowledge  which  the  Jews  rate  higher 
than  anything  else,  knowledge  of  God  and 
His  Law,  which  the  Talmud  and  the  Kabbalah  in- 
terpret. Without  the  Kabbalah  the  mysteries  of 
the  heavens  would  forever  be  sealed  to  man." 

"One  more  question  and  I  am  done  for  to-day," 
said  Nikita.  "Am  I  to  understand  that  thou  art 
at  home  in  both  the  Talmud  and  the  Kabbalah?" 

"Not  entirely  in  the  Talmud,  least  of  all  in  the 
Kabbalah,  the  mysteries  of  which  are  not  revealed 
to  boys  of  my  age.  In  two  more  years  I  should 
have  been  initiated  into  the  mystic  arcana;  I  would 
then  be  twenty,  and  ripe  to  get  a  glimpse  of  the 
empyrean  wonders,  up  to  the  Throne  of  God,"  said 
Isaiah  with  a  deep  sigh,  adding,  "It  had  to  be 
otherwise." 

Here  the  student  motioned  aside  his  father  and 
the  officer,  and  the  result  of  a  short  consultation 
took  the  shape  of  the  question;  whether  the  boy 
would  accept  a  gift  of  money,  which  Nikita  would 
be  pleased  to  offer  him?  In  answer  the  officer  was 
astonished  to  learn  that  Losinsko  had  appropriated 
all  Isaiah  had  of  currency.  "I  had  ninety-seven 
roubles,  but  have  now  not  a  kopeck  to  pay  the 
expense  of  a  letter  to  my  father,"  complained  the 
boy. 

"Aha,  that  explains  Losinsko's  zeal  to  further 
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the  interest  of  orthodoxy,"  said  the  officer  sar- 
donically, "but  he  is  going  to  disgorge  it." 

The  surgeon's  arrival  resulted  in  Isaiah's  prompt 
removal  to  the  military  hospital.  In  a  few  days  he 
was  in  a  condition  to  present  himself  to  his  chief 
to  learn,  in  the  first  place,  that  there  was  the  sum 
of  ninety  roubles  at  his  disposal,  the  batiouchka 
having  received  seventy-five  birches  to  encourage 
a  higher  degree  of  righteousness  in  the  future; 
secondly,  that  the  entire  Krilewitch  family  were 
soHcitous  about  Isaiah's  well-being,  having  de- 
clared their  willingness  to  harbor  him  under  their 
roof,  where  his  duty  would  be  confined  to  personal 
attendance  on  the  officer. 

"I  am  sure,"  continued  this  well-meaning  au- 
thority, "that  anyone  who  sacrifices  himself  to  an 
idea  at  the  cost  of  his  comfort  is  a  fool.  We  do  not 
know  who  God  is,  nor  do  we  know  what  he  wants 
of  us.  Every  religion  is  a  foolery,  and  since  it  is  a 
thing  of  whim  and  fancy,  what  is  the  difiference 
between  one  sort  of  jacks  and  another?  For  my 
part,  I  believe  no  more  in  a  God  than  I  do  in  a 
devil.  There  are  kind  men  and  unkind  men,  as 
there  are  tame  and  vicious  beasts,  and  when  one 
is  dead  that  is  the  end  of  it.  Earth  produces  men 
as  it  produces  vegetables  and  worms — to  vegetate 
and  perish.  As  in  the  wilds  so  in  the  haunts  of 
man — the  strongest  brute  rules,  the  others  must 


Between  Two  Evils  135 

obey.    This  is  the  faith  of  all  intelligent  men  and 
women  in  Russia,  except  the  Jews  and  the  mujiks, 
and  they  pay  dearly  for  the  whistle.     Now,  since 
the  mass  of  the  fools  have  adopted  the  Christian 
mummery,  is  it  not  stupid  to  stand  up  for  another 
show?     How  dare  the  weak  compete  with   the 
strong?    The  Czar  is  a  Christian;  if  it  were  a  wise 
thing  to  be  a  Hebrew,  rely  upon  it,  all  the  world 
would  swear  by  the  synagogue ;  but  it  does  not  pay, 
and  that  ought  to  settle  it.    The  people  who  still 
believe  in  angels  and  demons  are  the  uncivilized; 
the  civilized  classes  of  Russia  know  that   every 
priest  is  either  a  hypocrite,  or  a  hopeless  numskull. 
Such  will  be  thy  experience  as  the  years  pass  by. 
Thou  art  a  lad  of  good  sense  and  energy,  why  let 
the  Jew  stand  in  thy  way,  the  Christian  being  sure 
to  pave  it  to  promotion?    Go  to,  and  be  no  fool!" 
In  his  views  the  officer  was  simply  a  type — under 
suspicion  by  the  ruling  dynasty — of  nihilistic  young 
Russia,  embracing  thousands  in  the  universities, 
the  civil  and  military  service,  and  the  factories  of 
large  cities,  to  say  nothing  of  the  other  trades.    In 
this  case,  however,  the  confession  of  faith,  or  no 
faith,  did  not  work  in  the  way  it  was  intended  to. 
Isaiah's  eyes  were  opened  to  a  new  aspect  of  a 
religion  which,  unadmirable  as  it  naturally  had 
appeared  to  him  before,  he  had  credited  with  some- 
thing more  than  being  a  sheer  mummery  in  the 
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estimation  of  intelligent  Russia.  If  this  was  a 
statement  of  realities,  how  in  the  world  could  he 
dream  of  betraying  Jehovah  for  a  thing  so  much 
less  honored  than  Baal? 

In  the  parson's  hospitality  the  boy  suspected  a 
snare  which  he  feared  more  than  Losinsko's  bru- 
tality. The  shelter  held  out  to  him  was  to  be  re- 
quited with  apostasy.  Isaiah  found  himself  between 
the  devil  and  the  deep  sea.  Bending  or  breaking 
was  the  policy  of  Peter  the  Great,  on  which 
Nicholas  acted  throughout  his  whole  career,  a 
career  which  opened  with  revolt  and  bloodshed, 
and  closed  with  war,  defeat  and  humiliation. 

At  the  parsonage  Isaiah  was  welcomed  with  sin- 
cere pleasure  by  the  student,  who  introduced  him 
to  his  mother  and  sisters.  Papa  Krilewitch,  if  less 
hearty  than  his  family,  had  no  hesitation  in  afBrm- 
ing  that  the  boy's  admission  to  his  home  was  the 
initial  step  for  him  to  heaven.  Indeed,  the  change 
was  not  without  a  suggestion  of  that  idea  to 
Isaiah.  The  little  room  assigned  to  him  in 
the  upper  story,  looking  as  it  did  over  an 
extensive  orchard,  conveyed  to  Isaiah,  as  com- 
pared with  the  stable,  a  conception  of  Eden 
after  purgatory.  And  the  cheerful  room  was 
not  the  only  manifestation  of  goodwill  on  the 
part  of  the  Christian  people.  The  scholarly 
Nikita  was  magnanimously  attentive  to  his  incom- 
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parable  friend,  as  he  was  pleased  to  call  him,  while 
the  kind  matron  of  the  house  was  aided  by  her 
sympathetic  daughters  in  prevaihng  on  the  officer 
to  spare  his  attendant  the  obligation  of  going  to 
the  barracks  thrice  daily  for  meals,  he  being  wel- 
come at  the  servants'  board  of  the  parsonage. 
Nikita  insisted,  however,  that  his  Hebrew  friend 
would  conceive  a  higher  idea  of  Christian  hos- 
pitality by  being  admitted  to  the  regular  board  of 
the  family,  and  on  attempting  to  oppose  this  un- 
heard of  concession,  the  pious  Krilewitch  found 
himself  in  a  hopeless  minority. 

Philanthropy,  however,  was  not  the  sole  motive 
of  that  concession.  There  w^as  a  more  tangible 
cause,  and  that  was  the  character  of  the  meals  the 
boy  had  repeatedly  brought  home  from  the 
barracks  to  offend  the  olfactory  nerves  of  the 
house-wife,  who  happened  to  come  near  his  tin 
pail — accidentally  first,  then  intentionally — partly 
prompted  by  a  woman's  curiosity,  partly  out  of 
pity  for  the  boy,  who  was  supposed  to  swallow  the 
malodorous  meat,  which,  however,  he  did  not  do. 

It  was  during  the  last  Turco-Russian  war  that 
the  annals  of  St.  Petersburg  echoed  the  loud 
grievances  of  the  Czar's  loyal  army  encamped 
before  the  batteries  of  Plevna  in  the  following 
words  quoted  from  official  correspondence:  "They 
give  us  nothing  to  eat;  we  are  dying  of  hunger. 
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The  preserved  meats  served  out  to  us  are  so  putrid 
that  not  alone  are  they  unfit  for  food,  but  to  pre- 
vent the  outbreak  of  an  epidemic,  we  are  forced  to 
bury  them  in  the  ground."  Of  the  black  biscuits 
it  was  reported  that  they  were  ''breeding  places  of 
bacteria,  spread  over  with  a  green  and  velvet-like 
covering." 

Isaiah  could  not  but  consider  himself  favored, 
although  his  mind  was  far  from  being  easy,  know- 
ing as  he  did  that  the  advantage  was  not  uncondi- 
tional. His  doubts  soon  gave  way  to  certainty 
that  old  Krilewitch  meant  business.  It  was  again 
on  a  Saturday  morning  when  the  boy  was  urged 
to  attend  a  baptismal  ceremony  which  had  more 
than  ordinary  significance  for  him. 

*We  are  going  to  restore  to  heaven  and  salva- 
tion fifty-nine  Jewish  souls,"  began  the  Papa,  "and 
thou  art  requested  to  be  present.  Why  not  join 
them?  There  is  a  curse  resting  on  the  heads  of 
thy  benighted  people  who  killed  the  Son  of  God. 
What  chances  are  thine,  foolish  boy,  being  a  Jew? 
There  will  be  no  love,  no  peace,  no  friendship,  no 
promotion,  no  home,  nor  sympathy  or  respect  for 
thee;  no,  nothing  of  all  the  good  things  we  Chris- 
tians enjoy  here  and  hereafter.  If  God  loved  thy 
people  would  He  liot  protect  them?  If  our  religion 
were  not  the  truest  would  the  wise  men  of  the  Holy 
Synod  uphold  it,  the  Czar  revere  it?    How  can  a 


Between  Two  Evils  ijg 

handful  of  despised  Jews  be  right,  and  all  Russia 
in  error?  My  son  tells  me  that  thou  art  learned  in 
the  wisdom  of  the  Jews,  what  canst  thou  say  in 
answer?    A  hell  here,  a  hell  to  come!" 

Nothing  was  at  that  hour  farther  from  Isaiah's 
thought  than  the  ambition  to  enter  into  a  theologi- 
cal controversy  with  a  narrow-minded  man  of  the 
best  intentions.  The  idea  of  a  priest^  in  comfort 
challenging  a  helpless  youth  of  another  creed  to 
show  cause  why  he  is  what  his  parents  taught  him 
to  be,  is  perfectly  compatible  with  the  depressed 
intellectual  level  of  the  average  Russian  cleric.  The 
logic  of  the  village  parson  in  Muscovy  is,  that  since 
the  Czar,  who  stands  next  to  God,  shows  neither 
love  nor  mercy  to  his  Hebrew  subjects,  there  is  no 
possibility  of  their  being  saved  or  blessed  until 
they  abandon  the  errors  of  their  race,  and  kneel 
before  the  gods  of  the  alone-saving  Church.  Other- 
wise hell  is  the  Jew's  only  future  home,  and  the 
Czar's  pious  law-makers  contrive  to  give  him  here 
a  foretaste  of  it.  Isaiah  was  more  than  a  match  for 
the  ignorant  Krilew^itch,  however,  having  had  in- 
tellectual tilts  with  the  finest  Talmudist  in  Vietka, 
and  having  enlarged  his  horizon  by  study  of  secular 
works. 

"You  press  me  to  answer  your  assertion, 
batiouchka,  and,  unlearned  though  I  am,  there  is 
a  word  to  be  said  in  support  of  our  situation  as 
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Jews,  in  support  of  the  truth  for  which  we  are  to 
live  and  die.  True,  cramped  and  crushed,  panting 
for  light  and  life,  starved  of  air,  space  and  food, 
with  scarcely  roof  or  rags  to  cover  him,  kicked  and 
cuffed  by  officials  who  scoff  at  the  squalid  poverty 
atrocious  oppression  has  produced,  Russia  is  the 
Hebrew's  hell,  and  if  the  Church  is  at  the  bottom 
of  that  work,  then  let  a  black  curtain  be  drawn 
over  her  face.  True,  we  are  a  despised  minority, 
but  was  not  our  archpatriarch  more  so,  having  been 
one — and  the  first — to  proclaim  the  sole  ruling 
God?  And  how  many  were  they  who  received  the 
Old  Covenant  at  the  foot  of  Mount  Sinai?  The 
Savior  you  worship  had  and  has  no  majority  in 
his  favor.  Are  there  not  more  heathens  than 
Christians?  If  God  loved  us  he  would  protect  us, 
you  say?  You  believe  your  Christ  to  be  God's 
own  Son,  yet  was  he  suffered  to  be  crucified;  could 
not  the  world  be  redeemed  in  a  more  benign,  more 
godlike  manner?  Christians  were  once  oppressed 
as  we  Jews  are  oppressed  now,  and  the  heathens 
claimed  then  what  you  are  claiming  now.  No,  we 
suffer  for  our  sins,  and  are  in  dispersion  for  the 
benefit  of  humanity.  If  Providence  needed  no 
Jews  for  a  great  purpose  there  would  be  none,'* 
affirmed  the  youth  undauntedly. 

Isaiah's  fluency  of  speech  and  ready  repartee  sur- 
prised his  hearers  less  than  his  inflexible  firmness. 
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and  the  fire  in  his  eyes.  Barely  eighteen  years  old, 
he  had  the  settled  spirit  of  a  man  of  forty.  This 
was  something  Nikita  knew  how  to  admire;  not 
so  his  father  who,  obviously  recognizing  the  weak- 
ness of  his  position,  murmured  an  unintelligible  dis- 
approval of  his  guest's  obduracy  and  withdrew, 
leaving  his  son  to  deal  with  the  unbending  stripling. 
There  was  a  mute  exchange  of  looks  before  Nikita 
began. 

"Rubowitch,  let  me  speak  to  thee  from  a  heart 
which  is  as  true  as  thine.  It  is  my  purpose  to  dis- 
abuse thy  mind  of  its  prepossessions  against  non- 
Jews.  Can  it  be  thy  settled  conclusion  that  there  is 
no  grain  of  truth  in  any  other  than  the  Dispensa- 
tion of  Moses?  Might  not  Golgotha  mean  some- 
thing? If  Israel's  God  rules  the  world,  would  He 
allow  dense  error  to  blind  humanity  for  cycles, 
those  hundreds  of  millions  who  hope  to  be  saved 
by  the  blood  of  Calvary?  Suppose  we  two  revise 
our  views  on  the  respective  creeds  we  have  in- 
herited, might  not  the  experiment  result  in  a 
friendly  understanding?" 

"I  would  to  God  I  were  dead,"  cried  the  boy  in 
an  outburst  of  tears.  "That  you  are  wiser  than  I 
am,  I  know;  that  you  mean  well,  I  believe;  but 
oh!  what  seems  wise  to  you  is  fatal  to  me.  What 
have  I  in  this  world  and  in  the  world  to  come  that 
is  dearer,  that  is  holier  than  my  soul  and  her  faith 
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in  the  only  One?  And  it  is  my  soul  that  you  are 
seeking  to  entangle.  Cannot  a  man  be  good  and 
worship  the  God  of  Moses  and  Samuel?  God 
having  destined  me  to  be  a  Jew,  why  should  anyone 
try  to  counteract  His  design?  Not  one  of  our 
prophets  was  a  Christian — are  they,  in  your  judg- 
ment, doomed?  Why  do  you  scorn  in  me  what 
you  cherish  in  yourself — filial  reverence  and  loyalty 
to  a  faith  taught  by  the  purest  lips,  inspired  by 
heartfelt  love?  If  I  did  as  you  wish,  I  should  re- 
nounce my  parents,  deny  my  convictions,  and  ac- 
cept what  is  repugnant  to  my  reason  and  feeling. 
Only  a  few  days  ago  a  man  of  authority,  a  Christian, 
confided  to  me  the  open  secret  that  intelligent  Rus- 
sia is  antagonistic  to  the  national  Church,  which  the 
Czar  upholds  for  reasons  of  policy.  But  our  faith  is 
no  policy.  Our  religion  means  love  of  God,  and 
our  doings  must  be  an  illustration  of  that  love, 
absolute  self-sacrifice  being  the  test.  What  shall 
I  revise?  Unless  I  turn  Christian  you  cannot  love 
me,  would  not  honor  in  me  what  is  honorable  in 
the  loyal  heathen.  Yet  was  I  born  and  bred  in  the 
most  holy  of  human  relations,  in  a  home  conse- 
crated by  virtue  and  prayer.  Ah,  what  spectacle 
will  it  be  on  which  you  propose  to  feed  your  souls 
to-morrow!  What  a  glory  to  whip  frightened  chil- 
dren into  the  orthodox  Church!  But  neither  fear 
nor  torture  shall  move  me  in  the  direction  of  trea- 
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son.    Come  what  may,  I  am  going  to  die  worthy  of 
my  mother!" 

Nikita  showed  no  displeasure  at  this  outburst, 
which  led  Isaiah  to  suspect  that  his  friend  enter- 
tained the  officer's  interpretation  of  orthodoxy. 
But  this  inference  was  not  confirmed  by  Nikita's 
calm  reply,  "Thou  art  not  to  blame  for  speaking  as 
thy  feelings  dictate;  but  is  not  prudence  a  virtue, 
and  silence  one  of  her  safeguards?  So  much  I  will 
promise;  thou  shalt,  with  my  consent,  never  be 
compelled  to  do  aught  against  thy  will.  If  thou  hast 
no  faith  in  my  church,  have  confidence  in  my  man- 
hood, for  I  am  nine  years  older  than  thou.  Let  me 
serve  thee  to  the  best  of  my  ability.  I  have  pon- 
dered over  thy  condition.  Self-destruction  is  mur- 
der, abhorred  of  the  God  of  Horeb.  Give  up  the 
idea.  Noble  souls  do  not  forestall  distress  by  de- 
struction of  self.  If  it  be  thy  people's  glory  to  be 
the  world's  martyrs,  dost  thou  deem  thyself  un- 
worthy of  the  martyr's  crown?  I  should,  in  the 
struggle  for  independence  rather  be  slain  than 
undo  myself.  Who  can  force  me  to  worship 
Buddha  if  I  choose  to  kneel  before  Jesus?  This 
applies  to  thy  case.  Suppose  I  maintain  that  Jesus 
equalled  Moses,  and  was  no  less  an  Israelite  than 
he,  what  harm  can  it  do  thy  conscience  if  thou 
sayest  Amen?  Rather  die  than  do  as  little 
as  this?    Be  buried  at   thy  age?    What   is   there 
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on  the  other  side  that  thou  art  sure  of?  There 
will  be  time  enough  to  discover  it.  As  matters 
stand,  I  should  not  shorten  my  stay  here  one  hour 
for  all  the  Edens  in  dreamland.  Wouldst  thou  have 
a  sun  more  dazzling  than  ours?  Are  not  our  Zo- 
diacs and  Orions  brilliant  enough?  Let  me  doubt 
that  there  are  skies  more  crystalline,  seas  more 
berylline,  zephyrs  more  soothing,  flowers  more 
odoriferous,  voices  more  mellifluous,  fruits  more 
delicious,  scenes  more  glorious  than  are  vouch- 
safed us  here  on  this  orb,  teeming  with  wonders 
which  beggar  the  bard's  vocabulary.  Unless  I  have 
it  black  on  white  that  there  is  maiden's  love  on  the 
other  side  of  the  curtain,  with  no  orthodox  Church 
to  disturb  the  romance,  I  shall  sojourn  in  this  neth- 
erworld as  long  as  I  may,  and  have  myself  pulver- 
ized by  fire  when  Hfe's  ebb  shall  have  drained  this 
heart. 

"Perish  the  devil!  This  is  a  beautiful  world, 
beautiful  wherever  man  brays  not  with  the  jackass, 
barks  not  with  the  dog,  sucks  not  blood  like  the 
vampire,  hates  not  like  the  demon,  lies  not  like 
Belial,  stings  not  like  the  snake,  and  tears  not  his 
victims  like  the  tiger.  Help,  in  this  land,  to  reform 
the  greedy,  superstitious,  ignorant,  felonious,  fero- 
cious, dastardly  biped,  and  we  shall  have  heaven  on 
earth.  What  canst  thou  expect  of  a  species  that 
daubs  every  slave-breeder  prince,  every  idiot  priest. 


Between  Two  Evils  145 

every  man-butcher  hero;  gives  tyrants  crowns,  and 
h'ars  office  and  emolument?  Is  this  a  condition  for 
a  brave  fellow  to  abandon,  and  let  the  devil  bustle 
and  bluster  unsaddled?  That  would  suit  Lucifer, 
but  it  is  not  the  g^st  of  my  theology. 

"In  dead  earnest,  brother,  even  a  martyr's  death 
has  less  charm  for  me  than  youth,  love,  and  a  life  that 
may  be  made  worth  living.  Admitting  that  Jesus 
was  a  man,  a  son  of  God  in  the  sense  in  which  all 
good  men  are,  has  he  no  claim  on  thy  respect?  His 
best  teachings  are  those  of  thy  people's  prophets — 
who  on  earth  can  force  the  rest  on  thy  conscience? 
Is  not  thought  free?  Herein  lies  the  hope  of  Rus- 
sia's enslaved  races.  No,  the  Czar  has  no  power 
over  my  thought,  over  thy  thought.  If  I  love  the 
country  of  my  birth,  am  I  unpatriotic  in  hating  the 
chains  of  tyranny?  If  I  feel  that  there  is  a  Power 
in  the  infinite  spaces  whom  my  soul  longs  to  wor- 
ship, am  I  bound  to  adopt  the  silly  mummeries 
ignorance  mistakes  for  religion?  I  am  expounding 
thy  case,  Rubowitch. 

"Grant  my  love  for  thy  people  to  be  as  ardent 
as  thine,  what,  being  one  of  them,  and  living  among 
them,  could  I  accomplish  for  their  good?  But  with 
the  ear  of  the  great  public  open  to  my  appeals,  I 
can  do  something  that  a  man  in  holy  seclusion 
cannot;  I  can  promote  my  own  and  the  universal 
cause.  As  long  as  it  was  in  thy  power  openly  to 
10 
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cleave  to  thy  creed,  nothing  would  have  been  baser 
than  its  desertion;  but  who  will  blame  those  Jews 
of  mediaeval  Spain  who,  yielding  to  necessity,  cher- 
ished faith  in  secrecy,  the  terrors  of  the  Inquisition 
notwithstanding? 

"If  my  suggestion  surprises  thee,"  pursued 
Nikita  in  answer  to  Isaiah's  look  of  wonder,  "if  my 
suggestion  surprises  thee,  thou  wilt  learn  in  due 
time  that  autocracy  is  the  accursed  dam  of  hypoc- 
risy and  treason.  It  is  a  threadbare  maxim  that 
freedom  makes  free  men,  and  slavery  begets  slaves 
and  cowards,  or  a  hundred  millions  would  revolt 
against  a  yoke  as  galling  as  Egyptian  bondage, 
instead  of  kissing  the  rod  of  the  taskmaster.  Very 
well,  why  not  submit  to  the  stress  of  circumstances? 
What  the  future  might  do  for  you  nobody  can  tell. 
If  you  will  be  guided  I  have  a  plan  for  your  benefit. 
I  have  access  to  the  ear  of  the  Metropolitan  of  Kieff, 
one  of  the  Holy  Synod,  who  has  on  various  occa- 
sions favored  me.  Suppose  I  succeed  in  smootliing 
your  way  to  the  theological  Seminary  of  Kieff;  sup- 
pose the  Metropolitan  procures  your  liberation 
from  the  military  service,  would  you  not  embrace 
the  opportunity  of  serving  God  by  serving  man- 
kind? Teach  human  love,  hatred  of  chains,  show 
corruption  in  his  vile  aspect,  point  to  man's  higher 
attributes,  and  let  not  depravity  go  unscourged. 
Like  Sodom  of  old,  Russia  wallows  in  vice.    Shame 
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has  no  home  with  us.  Invoke  Zoroaster,  Guatama, 
Moses,  Jesus,  or  Mohammed,  but  speed  the  work. 
What  has  Jesus  done  to  be  slighted?  He  preached 
the  Sermon  on  the  Mount,  and  taught  us  the  prayer 
of  'Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  be  thy 
name,  thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  be  done.*  Who 
spoke  more  beautiful  words?  Conquer  thy  preju- 
dice. That  the  Church  is  not  an  ideal  institution 
is  not  because  her  foundation  is  bad,  but  because 
she  is  a  caricature  of  what  her  founder  meant  her 
to  be.  If  the  Christians  were  Christians  in  the  true 
sense  of  the  term,  this  earth  would  be  like  heaven. 
Are  thy  Jews  as  good  as  the  teachings  of  Moses? 
Take  this  hand,  and  believe  that  my  soul  dreams 
not  of  deception.  Be  what  it  is  in  thy  power  to  be; 
be  a  son  of  Israel  in  a  broader,  a  wider  sense.  Let 
me  help  thee  to  a  higher  plane  of  endeavor.  Allow 
not  the  Jew  to  smother  in  thee  the  man.  We  are  all 
descendants  of  Adam.  Perish  religion  if  it  is  not 
to  be  the  cement  of  universal  love!" 

The  grasp  of  the  student's  hand  sent  a  warm 
current  to  the  boy's  heart,  who  endeavored  to  read 
the  mystery  of  the  Christian's  unperturbed  eyes. 
A  man  nearing  his  thirtieth  year,  with  a  counten- 
ance as  open  as  that  of  a  child,  and  an  intellect 
which  marked  him  as  a  rising  pillar  of  the  Church, 
could  his  candor  and  unreserved  friendship  thus 
offered  be  the  studied  part  of  an  unworthy  scheme? 
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The  sires  reserve  a  room  in  Paradise  for  righteous 
non-Jews,  might  not  Nikita  be  one  of  them? 
Nikita's  aversion  to  autocracy  on  one  hand,  and  his 
reference  to  the  rehgious  practice  of  the  Marannos 
on  the  other,  were  two  more  reasons  for  Isaiah  to 
believe  him  sincere.  There  being  no  way  out  of 
the  difficulty,  would  it  be  wise  to  persist  in  a  course 
which  meant  suicide?  If  he  acted  on  the  sugges- 
tion of  his  friend,  who  would  be  the  loser?  True, 
he  believed  that  Jesus  was  neither  a  god,  nor  the 
son  of  God,  but  he  certainly  was  a  good  man,  yes, 
an  ardent  worshipper  of  the  Most  High.  Why 
should  the  Jew  regard  him  less  than  men  like  So- 
crates, Confucius,  or  Buddha?  Philo,  Maimonides, 
and  Mendelssohn  derived  light  from  heathen 
sources,  shall  Jesus  be  forever  rejected  because  his 
inspirations  point  to  the  Old  Covenant?  Could  it 
be  that  the  Christian's  heart  was  larger  and  sweeter, 
and  his  mind  loftier  than  his  own?  If  the  Jews 
are  the  chosen  people,  they  have  been  chosen  for 
a  purpose,  and  that  is  to  enlighten  the  world;  yet 
what  has  the  exclusive  Jew  done  for  humanity? 

These  reflections  crowded  on  Isaiah's  mind,  un- 
settling it  in  a  matter  in  which  it  had  hitherto  been 
immovable.  Who  could  say  that  the  Jews  were  in- 
capable of  comnlitting  error?  He  could  not  but 
acknowledge  the  gracious  anxiety  of  a  Christian 
whose  disinterestedness  appeared  beyond  question. 
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Nikita  had  no  personal  motive  to  account  for  his 
attachment  to  a  Jewish  lad  whom  he  knew  but 
so  short  a  time. 

"O,  let  me  not  conclude  that  you  are  right  and  I 
am  wrong,"  cried  Isaiah.  "Your  heart  seems  to 
touch  a  chord  in  mine,  and  your  plea  for  universal 
love  shows  you  to  have  caught  the  spirit  of  our 
prophecy.  If  there  be  many  Christians  like  you, 
then  they  have,  like  you,  penetrated  the  inner 
meaning  of  our  Scriptures,  although  they  despise  us 
whom  God  has  chosen  to  disseminate  His  truths. 
Yes,  the  Jew  may  err,  has  erred  tirhe  and  again; 
but  there  is  one  point  in  his  favor;  he  has  the  cour- 
age of  his  convictions,  has  the  manhood  to  uphold 
them,  ay,  to  die,  if  it  must  be.  You  wear  religion 
as  a  mask,  dreading  the  rod  of  those  in  power. 
You  cannot  help  yourselves,  and  as  it  is  easier  to 
be  a  hypocrite  than  be  a  martyr,  you  take  your 
choice,  and  I  am  unprepared  to  blame  you.  Yet  I 
prefer  my  position  to  yours — unless  I  find  it  un- 
tenable, as  it  seems  to  be  the  moment  I  view  it 
from  your  standpoint.  But  where  is  the  realization 
of  that  love  universal  you  speak  of?  Shall  we  not 
judge  the  tree  by  its  fruit?  I  cannot  add  blackness 
to  your  black  picture  of  Russia's  moral  decay  when 
I  point  to  the  abominations  of  vice  which  are  suf- 
fered to  parade  in  shameless  nudity  under  the  eaves 
of  your  orthodox  Church,  while  the  degraded  Jew 
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IS  making  superhuman  efforts  to  realize  the  scrip- 
tural ideal  of  moral  righteousness.  He  sees  no  way 
of  pleasing  the  Czar  without  displeasing  his  con- 
science. Which  comes  first?  Here  is  my  dilemma. 
Yet  your  spontaneous  offer  of  help  and  friendship 
requires  more  than  a  verbal  acknowledgment.  I 
am  a  poor  lad,  but  you  shall  not  find  me  ungrate- 
ful. For  your  love  I  return  love  and  confidence. 
May  the  God  of  my  fathers  lead  me  as  pleases  Him 
best!" 

The  answer  to  this  expression  of  trust  was  an 
eager  exclamation:  "Rubowitch,  by  the  Heavenly 
Power  who  made  all  men,  thou  shalt  find  my  friend- 
ship as  true  as  is  thy  guileless  heart,  loyal  child  of 
Judah.  Unblessed  is  the  land  which  is  ruled  by  a 
sordid  policy!  Thy  own  self  is  a  volume  of  argu- 
ment against  the  persecutions  of  thy  people.  I 
am  no  dissembler,  friend,  but  resort  to  strategy 
where  overt  action  w^ould  result  in  failure  and 
worse.  Siberia — Siberia,  thou  knowest  the  death 
in  life  reserved  for  Russia's  nobler  youth  who  dare 
to  utter  a  free  thought.  Turn  where  thou  wilt,  the 
spy  is  here,  and  the  jail.  The  Czar's  informer  is  as 
ubiquitous  as  his  soldier.  Enough,  we — and  I  am 
speaking  for  thousands  of  my  type — are  storing  ex- 
plosives for  a  revolution  to  be  remembered  to  the 
end  of  time,  and  need  men  of  iron  nerve  and  moral 
strength,  great  leaders  to  fire  the  inert  serf  to  mad- 
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ness  on  the  day  of  reckoning.  Hope  with  me  that 
a  new  era  is  dawning  on  this  unfortunate  Empire, 
now  in  the  throes  of  emancipation  from  chains 
bodily  and  mental.  Sink  in  the  heart  what  I  told 
thee  and  therein  let  it  ferment. 

"Now,  let  me  test  thy  confidence  in  me  by  a 
concession  that  is  very  little,  or  very  much,  just  as 
one  looks  at  it.  Refuse  not,  I  pray  thee,  to  accom- 
pany me  to-morrow  to  our  church,  it  will  level 
my  path  in  thy  favor.  The  understanding  between 
us  is  complete,  with  no  third  party  to  know  or  dis- 
turb it.  Henceforth  let  it  be  Thee  and  Thou  in  our 
intercourse;  we  are  brothers." 

Isaiah  stood  like  one  impelled  to  leap  into  a 
dark  chasm.  A  maze  of  things  past  and  present 
floated  confusedly  before  his  dimmed  vision.  An 
air  of  hesitancy  was  superseded  by  a  pallor  which 
whitened  his  cheek  and  made  his  lips  tremble.  The 
Church,  the  Church!  There  was  no  escape  from  its 
fold,  except  by  suicide!  He  had  on  his  lips: 
"Never,  never!"  but  the  words  he  uttered  were, 
"Thou  art  the  Tempter,  lead  on,  I  follow." 


EIGHTH  CHAPTER. 
A  Leap  in  the  Dark. 

"What  have  I  done!"  was  the  first  cry  of  remorse 
as  soon  as  Isaiah  found  himself  alone.  "What  have 
I  done!"  repeated  the  much-tried  youth,  holding 
his  head  with  both  hands,  and  resting  it  against  the 
cold  wall.  "The  Tempter  has  me;  go  to  church  to- 
morrow— to  church!" 

That  any  theory  or  temptation  could  have  proved 
stronger  than  his  resolution  to  die  a  martyr  was  a 
humiliating  consciousness.  Not  of  the  Asmonean 
mettle  he,  it  was  too  clear.  Yet  what  choice  was 
his?  A  grave  or  apostasy.  It  was  not  too  late  to 
die,  but  he  recoiled  with  horror  from  the  idea,  now 
that  a  prospect  of  dim  possibilities  had  been  opened. 
Not  through  a  fault  of  his  was  he  thus  situated;  a 
higher  Will  rules  the  destinies  of  individuals  and 
nations.  Alas!  he  too  had  to  choose  between  the 
martyr  and  the  hypocrite,  and  he  cast  his  lot  with 
the  hypocrite.  If  his  mother  were  alive,  how  would 
she  blush,  how  would  she  mourn  her  son's  craven 
desertion!     Hannah  yield  to  temptation?     Never! 
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Like  Hannah  of  old,  she  would  prefer  his  death 
to  even  his  seeming  apostasy. 

With  thoughts  like  these  rushing  through 
Isaiah's  brain,  the  following  night,  instead  of  re- 
lieving his  mental  tension,  conjured  up  a 
confusion  of  nightmares,  a  volcanic  fire  glow- 
ing in  his  breast,  and  driving  streams  of  lava 
through  his  veins.  Glad  was  he  to  discern 
a  glimmer  of  the  rising  morning  in  the  East. 
The  next  instant  saw  him  in  the  open  air,  dear, 
sweet  ocean  of  precious  life  rendered  miser- 
able by  a  few  unspeakable  bipeds  who  impersonate 
men.  Before  him  spread  the  parson's  orchard,  its 
central  place  filled  by  the  crudely  built  church  and 
its  towering  belfry.  There  they  stood,  the  sur- 
vivals of  ancient  heathenism,  ever  combated  by  the 
descendants  of  the  patriarchs.  What  else  but 
modernized  idolatry!  The  youth  heard  the  breeze 
sweep  through  the  open  spaces  of  the  belfry  and 
shuddered. 

The  East  brightened  into  crimsoned  waves  of 
transcendent  beauty.  The  feathered  musicians 
saluted  the  golden  beam  with  a  thrill  of  delight. 
The  barnyard  was  alive  with  the  clapping  of  wings 
and  the  cackling  of  hens,  while  flocks  of  pigeons 
monopolized  every  available  spot  around  the  large 
granary  in  the  rear  of  the  parsonage,  cooing  and 
wooing  in  an  atmosphere  as  peaceful  as  that  of 
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Eden  in  the  love-making  days  of  the  first  pair. 
Everything  seemed  to  bless  the  morning,  except 
the  boy,  who  thought  this  world  too  narrow,  yearn- 
ing for  something  vaster  even  than  the  sky.  He 
was  on  the  point  of  leaping  over  a  low  fence  which 
enclosed  a  beautiful  group  of  shrubbery,  when  a 
glass-door  caught  his  eye.  It  was  the  entrance  to 
Nikita's  favorite  resort,  a  quaint  conservatory  filled 
with  a  variety  of  plants,  and  answering  the  purpose 
of  a  sun-parlor.  Here  the  son  of  the  house  spent 
many  an  hour,  and  here  on  a  table  Isaiah  was  sur- 
prised to  see  a  Hebrew  Bible.  It  was  like  the  un- 
expected meeting  of  a  beloved  old  friend,  to  see 
that  inestimable  volume  in  its  original  language. 
Isaiah  pressed  it  to  his  lips,  then  to  his  heart. 
The  Torah — God's  immutable  Word — and  the 
prophets,  Israel's  glory,  his  genius,  his  triumph, 
his  immortality,  his  blessing,  his  joy,  his  comfort 
in  distress,  his  light  in  darkness,  his  hope  in  despair, 
his  path  to  eternity,  his  everything  on  earth,  his 
all  in  heaven,  the  Book  of  books.  Isaiah  held  it 
with  trembling  hands,  the  glow  of  a  sacred  passion 
lighting  up  his  countenance,  as  the  halo  of  a  saint. 
Silent  tears  rolled  down  his  cheeks.  He  opened  the 
book,  kissed  it  again  and  again.  Why  was  it  so 
voluminous?  Did  he  kiss  and  press  to  his  heart  the 
New  Testament?  Yes,  they  were  both  between 
the  covers,  the  New  following  the  Old,  Christianity 
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springing  from  the  soul  of  Judaism.  Could  it  all 
be  accident?  Can  there  be  no  Providential  design 
in  the  background  of  such  a  world-revolutioniz- 
ing event?  Is  Christianity  a  fraud,  a  delusion? 
Allowance  made  for  its  aberrations,  did  not  Chris- 
tianity help  to  enlighten  the  world?  Toned  down 
to  its  original  signification,  the  word  of  Jesus  is 
that  of  Hiilel:  "What  is  hateful  to  thyself  do  unto 
nobody  else."  The  Jews  did  err  often  enough,  sup- 
pose their  conception  of  Jesus  is  a  misconception? 

How  long  Isaiah  pondered  over  that  question  he 
could  not  himself  say.  A  foot-fall  at  the  door  ap- 
prised him  that  somebody  was  coming,  and  it  was 
Nikita  who  entered. 

"Thou  here,  Rubowitch,  with  my  Bible  in  hand?'* 
said  Nikita  pleasantly  surprised.  *T  should  have 
informed  thee  of  my  infatuation  for  the  Hebrew 
tongue  which  is  too  heavenly  for  gross  lips  to  ar- 
ticulate. O,  it  is  the  speech  wherein  angels  sing 
hosannas  in  the  regions  of  bliss!  But  I  am  in  its 
rudiments  only,  and  count  on  thee  to  push  me  up- 
ward. Well,  thy  hours  of  rest  must  have  been 
short;  thou  art  not  rested,  I  see.  Still  irresolute? 
The  ice  breaks  under  thy  feet,  brother,  if  thou  get 
wet  and  cold,  let  not  the  deep  devour  thee." 

Nikita  was  going  to  say  more,  but  he  was 
interrupted  by  the  sudden  peal  of  the  bells  in  the 
belfry.    The  chimes  startled  Isaiah  like  the  trum- 
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pet  of  doom.  He  thought  he  heard  the  jingling 
bells  ring  out:  "Lost  forever — lost  foreyer — for- 
ever— ."  Now  they  pealed — "Thy  poor  mother — 
thy  poor  mother  —  traitor  —  traitor  —  traitor — ." 
Then — "God-forsaken  —  God-forsaken  —  God-for- 
saken— ."  There  was  torture  in  the  ring,  and 
Nikita  saw  the  agitation  of  his  friend. 

"Thy  sleep  must  have  been  very  short  last  night, 
Rubowitch,"  repeated  Nikita  with  concern.  "Of 
course,  it  is  an  ordeal." 

"I  have  spent  as  fearful  a  night  as  he  whom  day 
delivers  to  the  executioner.  My  fever  is  that  of  a 
guiltless  conscience  that  feels  guilty.  Time  hangs 
heavy  on  me,  friend,  and  peace  will  never  again 
soothe  my  heart,  I  fear. — The  bells,  the  bells,  dost 
thou  not  hear  the  bells  threaten,  plead,  and  howl?*' 
asked  Isaiah  dramatically  vivid. 

"Not  at  all,  Rubowitch;  the  bells  chime  respon- 
sive to  one's  mood;  they  say  everything,  or  say 
nothing,  just  as  the  ear  chooses,  or  the  heart  sug- 
gests. It  is  a  chiming  of  dead  metal  to  me,  and 
may  be  full  of  meaning  to  thee — that  which  means 
nothing.  Our  soul  is  the  mirror  of  the  Universe; 
as  we  think  and  feel  so  do  we  hear  and  see,  our 
without  being  the  reflex  of  our  within,  and  our 
nightmares  are  n6t  unrelated  to  our  daydreams. 
Do  not  tell  me  what  I  know  too  well  to  misunder- 
stand, a  conflict  which  I   imagine   I   have  gone 


A  Leap  in  the  Dark  1J7 

through,  and  yet  am  not  half  done  with.  Who 
knows  the  thorny  uphill  road  I  shall  have  to  climb 
before  the  serene  height  of  inward  contentment 
shall  be  attained!  I  am  neither  much  pleased  with 
myself  nor  with  the  world,  which  is  polluted  by  all 
those  vices  the  Church  imputes  to  the  devil,  and 
allows  her  saints  to  perpetrate.  But  since  I  am 
born  under  the  Czar  I  must  make  the  best  of  my 
situation,  and  here  is  my  programme.  My  con- 
clusion is  this.  What  the  world  needs  next  to  per- 
sonal liberty,  is  moral  stamina,  and  a  creed  that 
fails  to  supply  this  is  worthless,  because  it  stands 
for  a  bubble.  Herein  we  agree  perfectly.  By  its 
fruit  the  tree  shall  be  judged.  Theology  must  take 
its  stand  on  the  foundation  of  natural  religion,  on 
the  spiritual  universal,  not  on  the  ceremonial  sec- 
tarian. The  fundamental  truth  must  be  emphasized 
that  we  are  men  before  we  are  religionists.  Thou 
shalt  love  thy  fellow-man  as  thyself — does  not 
specify  the  creed  he  should  belong  to  in  order 
to  be  loved.  From  the  base  of  Judaism  the 
prophet  feeds  humanity.  Springing  from  the 
people  of  cosmopolitan  prophets,  what  hinders 
thee,  Rubowitch,  from  doing  as  they  did?  Let  us 
drop  the  subject,  however,  breakfast  having  been 
ordered  and  served  for  both  of  us  in  my  room, 
whence  we  will  proceed  to  church.  This  evening 
thou  wilt  prepare  a  petition  to  be  forwarded  to  the 
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Metropolitan,  after  which  we  shall  await  further 
developments.  Despondency  and  manhood  will 
never  rhyme.  Come,  eat  and  drink,  and  take  good 
cheer,  for  God  rules  this  earth  and  the  fullness 
thereof.'* 

Isaiah  felt  the  force  of  his  friend's  reasoning, 
without  being  clear  as  to  its  validity;  but  he  enter- 
tained no  doubt  as  to  the  sincerity  of  his  friend- 
ship. On  his  part  Nikita  showed  his  delicacy  of 
feeling  by  having  excluded  the  meat  of  the  animal 
forbidden  to  the  Jew  from  the  table.  Old  Krile- 
witch  would  have  it  otherwise,  but  he  was  in  this, 
as  in  other  details  concerning  the  baptismal  rite, 
outvoted  by  the  female  majority  of  the  family  under 
the  inspiration  of  his  son.  Apart  from  Nikita's 
standing  at  the  Theological  Academy,  his  influence 
at  home  was  chiefly  owing  to  the  fact  that  he  had 
defeated  the  ofificer  as  often  as  his  unphilosophical 
sire  found  himself  entangled  in  a  theological  con- 
troversy with  that  military  atheist. 

Isaiah  could  not  eat,  and  Nikita  did  not.  Few 
were  the  words  exchanged,  until  Isaiah,  apparently 
betraying  the  drift  of  his  thoughts,  asked  how  the 
rite  of  baptism  was  administered  in  the  Church. 

"I  suppose  one  is  sprinkled  all  over  with  water," 
said  he,  "or  is  there  a  more  elaborate  ceremony?" 

"That  is  its  name — a  ceremony,  a  sacrament 
fraught  with  salvation  for  one  third  of  the  race,  an 
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empty  use  of  water  and  words  for  the  rest  of  man- 
kind. Where  the  harm?  Thou  must  be  initiated 
into  a  new  arcanum.  How  shall  it  be  done?  The 
Church  assumes  the  devil  to  be  at  work  in  every 
newborn  infant,  and  baptism  is  to  dispossess  him 
of  his  usurped  rule.  The  same  applies  to  the 
neophyte;  the  devil  muSt  be  driven  out  to  let  the 
Holy  Ghost  take  his  place;  that  is  the  mystery/' 
explained  Nikita. 

"One-third  of  humanity  then  imply  by  their 
action  not  only  that  the  other  two-thirds  are  pos- 
sessed of  the  devil,  but  that  the  noblest  spirits  whose 
existence  antedates  Christianity  had  been  all  ani- 
mated by  the  evil  one?"  asked  the  boy  with  great 
animation. 

Nikita  answered,  "Such  is  more  or  less  the  as- 
sumption of  the  orthodox  Church." 

"And  what  is  thy  opinion  of  it?"  pressed  Isaiah 
anxiously. 

"Theology  has  no  opinions;  it  deals  with  articles 
of  faith,"  answered  Nikita. 

"Does  orthodox  theology  identify  reason  with 
the  devil?"  inquired  the  boy. 

"If  we  are  to  discuss  this  matter  we  must  revert 
to  the  story  of  man's  fall  caused  by  the  serpent, 
and  the  chimes  summoned  us  to  the  church  quite 
a  while  ago,"  replied  Nikita,  evidently  disinclined 
to  debate  the  undebatable,  especially  since  cere- 
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monies  played  no  part  in  his  interpretation  of  re- 
ligion. "What  is  it  to  us  how  the  edifice  has  risen? 
The  tale  of  Christ,  O,  brother,  is  the  spiritual  epic 
of  eternity,  unequalled  in  beauty,  unexcelled  in 
glory.  What  is  done  in  his  name,  that  is  a  different 
thing.  Think, — thy  synagogue  overshadows  a 
fraction,  the  Church  vast  masses,  of  the  human  race, 
and  we  are  to  separate  the  dross  from  the  gold," 
added  he  pointedly. 

Attired  in  his  canonicals,  old  Krilewitch,  a  silver- 
headed  cane  in  his  hand,  proceeded  to  church,  the 
people  bowing  from  right  and  left.  The  bells  rang 
out  a  monotonous  peal;  the  peasants  made  the  sign 
of  the  cross.  Behind  the  parson  came  the  women, 
followed  by  Nikita,  who  held  Isaiah's  arm  in  his. 
The  boy's  face  was  pale.  This  was  the  initial  step; 
the  next  will  be  baptism.     What  next? 

There  was  no  time  for  reflection.  The  portal  of 
the  church  closed  behind  them,  and  Isaiah  beheld 
himself  in  the  midst  of  a  wilderness  of  garish 
images.  The  sensual  cult  of  the  Greek  Catholic 
Church  is  unredeemed  by  any  feature  of  spiritual  or 
aesthetic  symbolism,  unidealized  by  the  elevating 
effect  of  the  organ,  which  imparts  such  a  harmon- 
ious warmth  to  worship  elsewhere.  The  rural 
populace  is  treated  to  an  exhibition  of  pictures 
so  infernal  that  the  scenes  inspire  horror.  Hell-fire, 
with  demons  inflicting  torture  on  sinners,  such  are 
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the  grotesque   paintings  calculated   to  edify  the 
peasantry. 

Isaiah*s  eyes  settled  on  a  group  of  children  who, 
in  compliance  with  the  law,  were  to  receive  the 
rite  of  baptism  in  the  presence  of  the  mir,  or  the 
village  commune.  After  an  automatic  service  of 
genuflexion,  recitation  of  prayers,  and  incessant 
crossing  on  the  breast,  the  candidates  for  conver- 
sion were  asked  whether  they  were  willing  to  re- 
nounce the  devil  and  receive  the  Holy  Ghost  in  his 
stead?  The  answer  given  in  the  affirmative  was 
followed  by  the  ceremony  of  opening  the  ears  and 
the  nostrils  of  each  convert  to  give  access  to  the 
Holy  Ghost.  "Come  out  of  this  soul,  thou  evil 
one,  and  make  room  for  the  Holy  Ghost,"  com- 
manded Krilewitch,  blowing  into  the  face  of  each 
neophyte.  Water  was  poured  on  each  head  in 
turn,  and  the  cross  offered  with  the  words,  "Re- 
ceive the  sign  of  the  cross  on  thy  forehead  and  in 
thy  heart.'*  The  converts  were  then  made  to  par- 
take of  milk  and  honey  as  symbols  of  divine  Grace; 
they  were  anointed  with  oil,  the  unction  being  ac- 
companied by  the  sign  of  the  cross  made  on  the 
forehead;  the  benediction  was  bestowed  on  each 
and  all,  this  after  the  Apostles'  Creed  and  the  Lord's 
Prayer  had  been  repeated  to  them,  and  the  cere- 
mony closed  with  the  crowning  of  the  baptized 
group,  the  corona  placed  on  each  head  signifying 
II 
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admission  to  the  royal  priesthood.  In  this  way  the 
youthful  Jews  were  transformed  into  Christians. 

On  issuing  from  the  church  Nikita's  first  question 
was,  'Thou  hast  seen  the  symbols,  are  they  not 
reminiscent  of  emblems  in  the  synagogue?" 

*'As  the  mule  is  of  the  horse,"  repUed  Isaiah 
laconically. 

"Thou  mayest  trace  adulteration  in  every  relig- 
ious rite,  Rubowitch,"  pursued  Nikita.  "Thy 
Azazel  is  a  copy  of  Ahriman,  and  is  in  turn  the 
devil  the  Church  is  circumventing.  We  are  the 
heirs  of  ancient  Israel,  and  have  taken  Satan  and 
Lilith  in  the  bargain,  that  is  all." 

"In  the  similarity  there  is  a  great  dissimilarity. 
You  bury  our  gold  nuggets  in  piles  of  bran,  and 
give  our  accessories  the  significance  of  essentials. 
The  devil  cuts  a  very  small  figure  in  our  Scrip- 
tures; he  is  the  adversary  of  God  in  yours.  How- 
ever, granted  this  idea  to  be  common  to  both 
creeds,  there  is  our  blood-covenant  and  Divine 
Unity,  which  you  match  by  a  water-sacrament  and 
a  Trinity,  with  an  image-worship  less  poetic  and 
aesthetic  and  more  superstitious  than  the  one 
Judas  Maccabeus  hurled  out  of  our  desecrated 
Sanctuary.  Pardon  me,  if  my  words  wound  thy 
feelings." 

"To  be  frank  and  truthful  is  the  privilege  of  true 
friendship.    Candor  wounds  not,  but  heals  the  very 
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sore  it  touches,"  remarked  Nikita  philosophically. 

"The  sore  is  the  right  word;  but  will  a  rough 
touch  heal  it?"  asked  the  boy. 

"We  have  here  the  paradox  of  the  patient  pro- 
posing to  heal  the  physician.  I  have  no  mean  con- 
ception of  thy  pride,  Rubowitch.  Let  h  pass;  thou 
art  of  that  theocratic  stock  which  gave  the  world 
gods,  saints,  law,  prophecy,  and  salvation.  Why 
should  thy  aversion  to  a  cult  thy  fathers  rejected 
offend  me?  Shall  I  be  surprised  to  find  that  a 
Jew  is  unlike  a  Christian?" 

"I  would  to  heaven  they  were  less  unlike!"  ex- 
claimed Isaiah.  "Where  shall  the  comparison 
begin?  In  obedience  to  God  we  love  Him  with 
all  our  being,  worship  Him  with  all  our  soul.  Your 
Russian  Christianity  lacks  the  essential  element  of 
inspiration.  What  moral  elevation  can  spring  from 
a  cult  such  as  I  have  witnessed  this  morning?  If 
your  Prince  of  Peace  and  the  divine  attributes 
associated  with  his  personality  be  no  fable,  your 
Church  is  a  travesty  of  his  supernal  ideal.  He  loved 
God,  and  abhorred  idolatry." 

Nikita  was  this  time  taken  unawares,  and  a  mo- 
ment passed  before  he  was  prepared  to  answer. 

"How  can  you  make  the  untaught  love  or  fear 
things  they  are  unable  to  comprehend?  Christian- 
ity met  with  a  wider  acceptance  than  Judaism  be- 
cause Jesus  came  in  the  flesh,  which  Jehovah  never 
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did;  and  Catholicism  is  more  popular  than  Protest- 
antism for  analogous  reasons.  The  one  appeals  to 
the  senses,  the  other  to  ideals.  Knowledge  reaches 
man  through  his  senses.  The  child  becomes  familiar 
with  concrete  things  long  before  it  can  form  a 
notion  of  the  intangible  abstract.  The  masses  are 
big  children,  and  the  Church  treats  them  as  such," 
admitted  Nikita. 

"I  am  satisfied  with  the  admission,  which  is  a 
vital  concession,"  resumed  Isaiah.  "It  concedes 
that  the  Hebrew  intellect  is  deeper,  its  genius  loftier 
than  any  rival  force  in  the  domain  of  the  spiritual. 
We  stood  our  ground  for  thirty-five  centuries  with- 
out relying  for  stability  on  sensual  impressions. 
Our  God  is  a  transcendental,  self-suiKicient,  all-em- 
bracing, infinite  Being,  and  the  prophet's  vision  is 
our  moral  ideal.  To  personify  Deity  is  to  degrade 
the  Divine,  proving  the  weakness  of  the  Church 
and  the  strength  of  the  Synagogue.  The  inter- 
communion of  the  finite  soul  with  the  Infinite  un- 
derlies the  purpose  of  Jewish  worship." 

Young  Krilewitch  opened  his  eyes  wide  at  this 
language  from  a  youth  who  laid  no  claim  to 
academic  knowledge  or  metaphysical  speculation, 
each  discussion  revealing  more  and  more  of  the 
mature  man  in  the  lad  whose  dialectic  faculty  as- 
tonished the  youthful  but  talented  theologian. 

''Religion  shares  in  so  far  the  nature  of  other 
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moral  powers  as,  like  them,  it  must  be  a  g-rowth 
of  cycles,  and  the  product  of  careful  cultivation. 
It  begins  with  the  sensual  and  gradually  ascends  to 
the  ethereal.  Image-worship  was  a  passion  thy 
people  had  to  outgrow;  already  half  of  Christen- 
dom feed  their  souls  on  Christ's  beatific  dream; 
the  rest  are  on  the  way  to  the  goal.  Here  is  the 
field  I  would  have  thee  sow,  and  reap  the  harvest 
thyself  or  let  posterity  reap  it.  My  object  I  have 
defined.  Theories  which  make  man  neither  better 
nor  happier  are  only  articulate  wind.  Thy  Jew  is 
too  much  of  a  Jew,  and  too  little  of  anything  else. 
Let  him  be  less  of  the  Jew  and  more  of  the  man, 
less  of  the  Kabbalist  and  more  of  the  prophet,  less 
of  the  recluse  and  more  of  the  preacher,  and  the 
world  will  give  ear  when  he  speaks.  With  a  hun- 
dred fences  around  him,  a  contempt  of  the  non- 
Jew,  and  a  conceit  that  he  is  the  centre  of  the 
Universe,  grand  as  his  ideal  is,  the  Jew  is  destined 
to  be  superseded  by  a  power  more  universal,  more 
world-embracing  than  the  synagogue.  Man  suffers 
less  from  irreligion  than  from  sordid  selfishness, 
and  whether  it  be  Sinai  or  Calvary,  the  result  must 
speak  in  life  and  character.  The  Church  is  not 
devoid  of  saints.  Should  it  be  proved  that  the  Jew 
is  a  better  sample  of  his  synagogue  than  the  Chris- 
tian is  of  his  church,  then  will  it  be  time  to  award 
him  the  heraldic  ensign  of  distinction.    Whatever 
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the  institution,  its  criterion  must  be  the  work  it 
does,  the  articles  it  turns  out.  Credit  the  Jew  with 
no  more,  the  Christian  with  no  less  than  he  de- 
serves," summed  up  Nikita. 

The  appearance  of  Olga,  the  youngest  daughter 
of  the  parsonage,  put  an  end  to  the  discussion. 
"Dinner  is  on  the  table,  and  Papa  is  waiting,"  said 
the  girl. 

The  afternoon  was  spent  by  Isaiah  in  attempts 
at  writing  and  re-writing  his  first  letter  home.  Pen 
in  hand,  he  continued  undecided  as  to  the  tidings 
he  was  to  convey  to  those  dear  ones  who  had  been 
so  long  kept  in  suspense.  What  could  he  tell  his 
father,  what  his  Athalia,  to  soothe  their  grief? 
When  he  succeeded  in  filling  out  a  sheet  the  reading 
of  it  convinced  him  that  it  was  neither  wise  nor  fair 
to  intensify  the  sorrow  of  those  who  could  give 
him  no  help.  Another  letter  was  written,  the  tears 
falling  on  the  paper  as  the  heart  told  the  inexpres- 
sible love  and  yearning  for  them  to  whom  it  be- 
longed. No  reference  was  made  to  present  trials, 
but  the  firm  assurance  was  given  that,  come  what 
might,  nothing  would  alienate  his  heart  from  the 
ancient  faith.  Then  followed  the  silent  conflict 
with  self.  How  could  the  assertion  stand  in  face 
of  the  imminent  changes  over  which  he  had  no 
control?  Had  he  not  consented  to  be  led  by  his 
friend?    Despair  faced  him  on  either  hand.    In  the 
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Czar's  army  it  is  abject  slavery,  with  no  hope  to 
rise  out  of  the  soldier's  to  the  officer's  rank. 
Heathens  may  count  on  promotion,  Jews  never, 
although  they,  too,  swear  "in  all  things  to  serve 
and  obey  His  Imperial  Majesty,  not  sparing  in  his 
service  my  Hfe-blood,  but  shedding  it,  ay,  to  the 
last  drop." 

As  to  foreshadowed  possibilities  in  the  Church, 
it  was  like  plunging  into  an  unfathomed  abyss.  To 
serve  Baal  and  Jehovah,  live  for  Sinai  and  talk  of 
Golgotha;  wear  the  cross  and  pray  for  the  restora- 
tion of  Zion — ^'Spirit  of  my  sainted  mother,  show 
me  the  way  out  of  this  labyrinth  of  confusion  and 
despondency.  Send  me  help,  or  send  me  death!" 
cried  the  boy  in  utter  despair. 

Night  settled  on  the  parsonage,  and  Isaiah  was 
buried  in  his  sorrow;  night  without  and  darkness 
within.  The  door  opened,  and  the  friendly  voice 
of  Nikita  was  heard  calling,  "Art  thou  here,  Rubo- 
witch?"  The  answer  given,  the  student  struck  a 
light,  continuing,  "I  thought  thou  wast  out  for  a 
walk,  the  weather  being  clear  and  the  air  bracing." 

Nikita's  look  of  anxiety  was  so  genuine  that  it 
warmed  the  heart  of  his  Hebrew  friend.  "In  con- 
flict with  thy  inner  self,  and  alone?"  asked  he  softly. 

"Alone?  Is  not  my  misery  ever  present?"  an- 
swered the  youth. 
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"And  what  about  thy  Titanic  Job?''  inquired  the 
student  with  a  smile. 

"My  Titanic  Job,  like  thy  transfigured  Jesus, 
never  lived.  The  men  who  bore  their  names  were 
beings  deeper  than  we  are,  but  accessible  to  pain, 
and  hating  adversity.  Thy  sympathy  is  appre- 
ciated, my  friend,  but  thou  art  too  happy  to  com- 
prehend my  suffering,  and  I  am  imwilling  to  see 
thee  share  it,"  returned  Isaiah. 

"Yet  will  I  not  abandon  thee  to  aggressive 
thought,  but  intrude  myself  between  those  invisible 
tormentors  and  thy  susceptive  heart.  Rubowitch, 
I  have  serious  doubts  as  to  the  existence  of  evil 
spirits,  but  am  sure  of  the  reality  of  devilish 
thoughts  which  oft  light  on  us  to  feed  on  our  brain, 
yes,  on  the  marrow  of  our  bones,  scaring  off  peace 
and  sleep.  In  these  demoniac  foes  I  do  believe, 
and  they  are  on  thee,  brother.  A  strange  affinity 
links  me  to  thee,  and  a  voice  within  tells  me  that 
we  have  not  met  by  accident.  I  ought  to  have 
looked  earlier  for  thee,  but  I  had  to  clear  an  account 
with  our  friend,  the  officer,  who  revels  in  the  dis- 
paragement of  things  holy  to  other  men.  It  seems 
to  me  that  no  world-shaking  cataclysm  would  im- 
press him  with  the  all-pervading  Presence  of  an 
Infinite  Intellect.  Of  course,  he  has  an  official  face, 
and  one  for  intimate  confidences — a  type  of  his 
kind  whose  name  is  legion.    If  God  made  man,  he 
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thinks,  he  confined  himself  to  the  creation  of 
but  one  specimen;  but  as  to  the  gods  man  had 
made,  they  were  as  numberless  as  the  grass  of 
the  steppes,  and  some  of  them  caricatures  at  that. 
The  Hebrews  have  the  advantage  of  adoring  an 
unthinkable  Something,  a  Spirit  unmeasurable,  in- 
comprehensible, terrible,  benign,  spread  every- 
where, seen  nowhere,  most  perfect,  just,  loving  and 
gracious;  yet  withal  so  rancorous  that  the  mere 
trifle  of  a  calf  being  once  worshipped  in  his  stej^d, 
transforms  him  into  Vengeance,  which  He  wreaks 
on  the  creatures  He  had  made  so  frail.  He  chooses 
the  Israelites  as  His  priestly  representatives,  sends 
them  to  Egypt  for  the  mere  fun  of  hardening  Pha- 
roah*s  heart,  and  because  it  is  hard  as  it  should  be, 
ten  plagues  devastate  the  land,  and  an  army  is 
drowned  in  the  Red  Sea,  so  that  Moses  may  sing  a 
song.  The  beginning  of  the  comedy  is  not  less 
amusing  than  its  winding-up.  In  the  heart  of  Eden 
a  tempting  fruit  is  made  to  grow.  Man  is  forbid- 
den to  taste  it;  a  vile  serpent  talks  woman  into 
eating  it,  and  the  couple  is  driven  out  of  Paradise. 
Man  is  to  be  redeemed  from  that  so-called  fall — in- 
suring eternal  perdition — by  the  Son  of  that  un- 
thinkable Something,  who  offers  himself  as  the 
vicarious  atonement,  and  is  graciously  accepted. 
The  scheme  requires  that  the  Son  be  crucified  as  a 
man  by  men;  the  Jews  are  selected  to  perform  the 
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ceremony,  and  are  down  to  this  day  hounded  for 
having  done  what  good  Christians  should  consider 
the  greatest  service  rendered  them.  That  is  my 
officer's  line  of  thought.  This  afternoon  he  asked 
me  if  a  man  not  out  of  his  wits  would  not  recognize 
in  the  chief  of  Olympus,  or  in  that  of  Asgard,  a 
more  imposing  and  consistent  figure  than  in  the 
fictitious  prodigies  of  Sinai  and  Calvary?  And 
this  man  is  not  the  worst  of  his  class,"  maintained 
the  young  theologian. 

"He  told  me  as  much  in  other  words  when  he 
urged  me  to  embrace  Christianity,  insinuating  that 
he  was  a  type  of  enlightened  Russia.  What  shall 
I  say  about  it?  It  is  the  old  beast  in  a  new  hide. 
He  knows  how  to  hide  a  grain  of  truth  in  a  bushel 
of  error,"  observed  Isaiah. 

"He  is  not  easy  to  deal  with  in  abstractions,  is 
well  read,  pugnacious,  and  strong  in  opposing 
negation  to  metaphysical  hypotheses.  Father  is 
annoyed  by  his  sarcastic  insinuations  against  church 
and  churchmen,  vulnerable  in  more  than  one  point. 
To  me  he  unbosoms  his  full-fledged  atheism,  which 
is  not  a  weed  to  be  readily  uprooted.  Far  as  I  am 
from  subscribing  to  rigid  orthodoxy,  religion  is  to 
me  the  heavenly  flower  nurtured  by  man's  heart- 
blood,  and  forever  etherealized  by  the  immaculate 
nature  of  the  Redeemer.  What  it  means  to  thee  I 
need  not  ask.    Suppose  we  combine  our  strength 
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to  meet  his  blasphemies,  would  it  be  too  much  for 
thee?"  asked  the  student. 

''Shall  I  borrow  trouble  when  I  can  spare  more 
than  another  man  can  stand?  He  is  my  superior, 
treated  me  fairly,  and  told  me  plainly  that  he  be- 
lieves nothing.  As  to  Israel's  God  his  ways  are 
beyond  the  scrutiny  of  man.  It  taxes  ^  great  mind 
to  fathom  the  mystery  of  a  single  element  in  nature, 
and  where  find  the  intellect  that  may  presume  to 
fathom  the  Mystery  of  mysteries?  If  God  were  not 
greater  than  the  comprehensive  power  of  the 
human  brain  He  were  too  small  to  be  worshipped," 
reasoned  the  youth. 

'The  unsubstantial  ground  whereon  theology  has 
to  base  its  postulates  is  its  weak  side;  that  is  why 
thy  ideal  God  and  thy  religion  of  emotional  adora- 
tion continue  unacknowledged  among  the  masses, 
Rubowitch.  If  a  man  deny  the  existence  of  a 
Supreme  Being  how  may  theology  overcome  the 
negation?"  wondered  Nikita,  manifestly  interested 
in  the  boy's  reply. 

"I  do  not  know  what  your  theology  teaches,  and 
we  Jews  have  no  theology  to  speak  of.  The  ma- 
terial Universe  without  a  Deity,  I  heard  our  Rabbi 
once  explain,  is  as  inconceivable  as  the  idea  of  a 
human  body  moving  and  performing  intelligent 
functions  without  a  soul.  If  the  soul  be  a  reality, 
so  is  God.    To  us  God  is  an  absolute  cei:tainty,  and 
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His  Word  is  the  essence  of  all  truth,"  affirmed 
Isaiah  emphatically. 

"Thou  art  strong  in  faith,  my  brave  lad,"  replied 
the  other;  then,  casting  a  glance  on  the  written 
matter  on  the  table,  he  added,  "these  are  Hebrew 
characters,  are  they  not?" 

Isaiah  informed  his  friend  that  it  was  the  first 
letter  he  had  written  to  his  dear  ones,  and  that 
neither  his  recent  experiences  nor  his  prospects 
were  of  a  nature  to  put  him  into  a  cheerful  frame 
of  mind.  "I  can  send  them  no  cheer,  and  would 
send  them  no  sorrow.  Before  me  spreads  dense 
night  into  which  I  am  lured  to  leap.  If  self-murder 
be  a  sin.  Lord,  it  cannot  be  as  dark  a  crime  as  living 
a  false  life." 

In  answer  Nikita  brought  forth  several  sheets  of 
manuscript,  saying,  "Here  is  my  petition  in  thy 
behalf  to  the  Metropolitan  of  Kieff.  Should  it 
work  as  I  anticipate,  thou  wilt  be  on  the  highroad 
to  fame,  a  benefactor  of  those  who  grope  in  dark- 
ness, and  peradventure  a  help  to  thy  people.  Why 
not  let  Providence  shape  thy  destiny?" 

The  purport  of  the  petition  was  that  the  Ortho- 
dox Church  would  be  benefited  by  Isaiah's  qualifi- 
cation for  the  ministry,  his  mental  calibre  being  of 
the  rarest,  and  his  endowments  such  as  only  genius 
is  known  to  evolve.  "Your  Worshipful  Eminence," 
the  address  continued,  "would  be  astonished  to  hear 
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a  youth  of  eighteen  reveal  treasures  of  Hebrew 
lore,  Biblical,  Talmudical,  and  Kaballistic,  with  a 
readiness  and  facility  which  in  the  most  erudite 
scholar  can  only  be  the  fruit  of  a  life's  assiduous 
application.  Nor  is  this  all;  for  equally  surprising 
is  the  unstudied  eloquence  and  the  cogent  power 
of  his  reasoning,  which  he  brings  to  bear  in  his 
effort  to  sustain  the  old  faith  of  Israel,  yielding  in 
no  point,  embarrassing  the  disputant,  who,  holding 
opposite  views,  finds  it  no  easy  task  to  defend  them. 
Isaiah  is  his  name,  and  he  is  not  unworthy  of  his 
prophetic  namesake." 

"And  if  the  Metropolitan  sees  me  with  eyes  more 
sober  than  those  of  enthusiastic  friendship  the  out- 
come will  be  disappointment.  Thy  love  of  Hebrew 
is  more  admirable  than  my  fair  knowledge  thereof. 
It  is  the  language  of  prayer,  which  we  inhale  with 
the  atmosphere  of  the  Jewish  home.  Neither  is  it 
a  great  triumph  to  sustain  a  system  which  time  has 
proved  to  be  invincible,"  said  Isaiah  with  engaging 
modesty. 

''Let  it  be;  it  is  not  assumed  that  the  stars  are 
conscious  of  their  lustre.  By  the  by,  what  would  it 
be  to  thee  to  supplement  my  petition  by  a  few 
words  of  thine?  The  old  man  would  like  it,  I  know 
he  would,"  said  Nikita  positively. 

'Thou  dost  not  mean  that  I  should  address  an 
appeal  to  him  in  the  Hebrew  tongue?"  protested 
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the  Jewish  youth,  startled  at  the  suggestion  of  seal- 
ing his  own  doom  in  the  holy  language,  and  hoping 
to  escape  the  necessity  of  recording  a  falsehood. 
The  inability  to  draw  up  a  petition  in  good  Russian 
suggested  itself  to  the  quick-witted  lad  as  a  plaus- 
ible excuse  for  not  complying  with  his  friend's  wish. 
"I  mean  nothing  else,"  exclaimed  Nikita.  "Yes, 
in  Hebrew,  in  Isaiah's  Hebrew;  that  will  work  like 
a  charm.  The  old  man  is  crazy  on  this  point,  and 
would  substitute  Hebrew  for  Latin  if  it  were  in  his 
power,  because,  according  to  a  legend,  Saint  An- 
thony, to  whom  he  ever  alludes  as  the  saint  of 
saints,  spoke  Hebrew.  What  is  the  difference? 
Address  him  in  Hebrew.  It  will  not  alone  open 
the  door  of  the  Seminary  for  thee,  but  shorten  thy 
preparatory  work.  As  regards  thy  Russian,  thou 
art  indeed  far  beyond  its  rudiments,  and,  pending 
the  answer  from  Kieff,  we  will  exchange  Latin 
for  Hebrew  to  our  mutual  advantage.  It  seems 
incredible  that  there  should  at  this  hour  be  persons 
alive  to  whom  Hebrew  is  a  living  tongue,  it  having 
been  the  language  of  poetry  and  miracle  in  the 
infancy  of  mankind.  O,  for  that  time  when  the 
human  heart  knew  no  guile;  when  angels  dwelt 
on  earth,  and  man  dreamed  of  heaven  and  paradise, 
believing,  praying,  singing,  musing,  and  loving! 
Such  was  the  golden  age  of  sinless  childhood.  In 
thine  ear  Hebrew  rings  perchance  as  it  rang  in  the 
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ear  of  the  Psalmist  so  many,  many  centuries  ago. 
Ay,  it  is  the  language  of  divine  song,  the  harp  of 
Zion!'* 

And  remembering  the  inspired  lines  of  the  Eng- 
lish singer,  he  breathed  them  almost  in  a  whisper, 

"Harp  of  Zion,  pure  and  holy, 

Pride  of  Judah's   Eastern  land:  . 
May  a  child  of  guilt  and  folly 

Strike   thee   with   a   feeble   hand? 
May  I  to  my  bosom  take  thee. 

Trembling  from  the  prophet's  touch. 
And  with  throbbing  heart  awake  thee 

To  the  strains  I  loved  so  much? 
I  have  loved  thy  thrilling  numbers 

Since  the  dawn  of  childhood's  day, 
Since  a  mother  soothed  my  slumbers 

With  the  cadence  of  thy  lay; 
Since  a  little  blooming  sister 

Clung  with. transport  round  my  knee. 
And  my  glowing  spirit  bless'd  her 

With  a  blessing  caught  from  thee." 

To  this  vivid  picture,  unconsciously  drawn,  of 
Isaiah's  ''childhood  day"  when  a  mother  soothed 
his  slumbers,  and  a  little  creature  clung  with 
transport  about  his  knee,  there  was  such  an  over- 
powering response  in  his  heart  as  only  tears  could 
express,  and  these  flowed  freely,  fed  by  the  yearn- 
ing of  a  homesick  soul. 

"Harp  of  Zion,  pure  and  holy,  pride  of  Judah's 
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Easterniand,"  muttered  the  youth,  overcome  with 
uncontrollable  emotion. 

"Wonderful  lines  these,  are  they  not?'*  said 
Nikita,  only  to  say  something  in  explanation  of 
the  effect  the  words  produced  on  his  friend.  'That 
poet  caught  the  inspiration  of  the  Harp  of  Zion." 

"The  man  who  wrote  those  lines  was  a  Jew,  was 
he  not?" 

"Not  that  I  am  aware  of;  he  might  have  been  in- 
spired by  the  Davidic  instrument  destined  to  be 
the  harp  of  all  men.*' 

"May  be  he  was  one  of  the  Ten  Lost  Tribes 
whom  the  Babylonians  carried  off  into  captivity 
after  the  fall  of  the  first  Temple,  never  to  return 
before  the  coming  of  the  true  Messiah,"  surmised 
Isaiah,  loath  to  assume  that  a  non-Jew  could  feel 
as  deeply  and  as  holily  as  the  spirit  of  the  verses 
implies.  "There  never  lived  another  man  who 
could  write  one  of  our  hundred  and  fifty  Psalms, 
which  are  odes  to  the  Almighty  and  His  perfect 
attributes,  and  those  lines  remind  one  of  the  Psalm 
sung  by  the  waters  of  Babylon." 

"It  might  as  well  be  as  not;  there  is  nothing  im- 
possible in  the  assumption,"  assented  Nikita  with 
good  humor,  not  displeased  with  the  uncurbed 
pride  of  this  child  of  Judah.  "How  long  will  it 
take  thee  to  draw  up  a  petition  in  Hebrew?  Shall 
we  wait  till  to-morrow?" 
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"Since  it  must  be,  I  may  as  well  do  it  at  once," 
replied  the  youth,  and  the  next  minute  saw  him 
with  pen  and  ink  engaged  in  the  execution  of  the 
unpleasant  task. 

From  Nikita's  point  of  view  the  idea  was  an  in- 
spiration; to  Isaiah  it  ha'd  a  different  aspect,  but 
the  supposition  was  plausible  that  the. act  would 
further  the  plan.  Within  half  an  hour  the  curious 
document  was  ready.  Therein  the  humble  peti- 
tioner referred  to  his  friend  as  the  originator  of  the 
idea,  and  prayed  that  he  be  permitted  to  qualify 
himself  for  the  promotion  of  the  cause  dear  to  the 
human  heart.  "That  the  fires  of  Sinai  be  welcomed 
as  home-fires  on  the  altars  of  the  Church  is  the 
prayer  of  your  humble  son,"  closed  the  petition 
in  pure  Hebrew. 

"How  shall  one  suppress  his  wonder  at  a  thing 
so  unparalelled  as  the  use  of  the  tongue  of  Moses 
at  this  late  period  of  skeptic  philosophies  and  ma- 
terialistic cosmogonies?"  cried  Nikita.  "To  think  of 
it, — that  the  people  most  despised  in  the  Czar's 
domains  write  and  speak  the  language  of  Abra- 
ham!   Is  not  this  a  miracle?" 

"Yes,  it  is  the  speech  of  the  soul,  spoken  by  God 
and  His  angels  in  the  sky;  all  other  tongues  are 
profane,"  asserted  the  lad  unhesitatingly. 

"Well,  Rubowitch,  I  am  in  earnest  in  assuring 
thee  that,  had  it  been  my  destiny  to  see  this  world's 
12 
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light  in  a  Jewish  home,  I  should  never  desert  my 
flag  but  plant  it  on  the  rampart  of  the  enemy  by 
all  means  accessible;  I  should,  with  the  devil  at  my 
heel,  still  endeavor  to  proclaim  the  sovereignty 
of  Jehovah.  Bom  of  Christian  parents,  I  still  re- 
vere the  people  who  made  it  possible  for  me  to  be 
a  Christian.  Understand  me  well,  it  is  my  ambition 
to  exhibit  myself  as  a  paragon  of  toleration  and 
candor.  I  can  bear  with  almost  any  weakness  in 
human  nature,  except  the  inseparable  twins  of  self- 
deception  and  all-absorbing  selfishness.  What 
Christian,  deserving  the  name,  does  not  reaHze  his 
immense  indebtedness  to  ancient  Israel?" 

"Thy  situation  is  enviable,  brother,  it  being  in 
thy  power  to  be  magnanimously  tolerant,  without 
injury  to  the  cause  that  birth  and  associations  com- 
pel thee  to  sustain.  With  me  it  must  be  otherwise. 
Deviation  from  Horeb  and  Zion  is  treason  in  my 
case.  Yet  is  mine  to  be  a  new  cieparture;  I  am 
to  derive  my  sustenance  and  encouragement  from 
a  trust  which  I  repugnantly  accept;  this  is  a  hate- 
ful situation,'*  cried  Isaiah  bitterly. 

"Thy  definition  is  correct,  Rubowitch;  it  is  a 
situation  to  be  dealt  with  according  to  circum- 
stances, a  situation  created  by  neither  of  us,  and 
mirroring  the  full  volume  of  life,  which  is  likewise 
a  situation.  What  do  I  know  of  the  stars  and  this 
globe,  and  all  thereon  and  therein,  except  that  the 
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pendulum  counts  the  throbs  of  my  heart,  swinging 
me  nearer  and  nearer  to  an  end  as  mysterious  as 
the  beginning?  Ah,  even  thy  Kabbalah  leaves  the 
most  vital  questions  unanswered.  I  never  asked 
for  the  favor  of  being  born,  least  of  all  to  be  one 
of  the  hundred  millions  of  creatures  that  belong 
to  the  Czar;  yet  here  I  am,  hemmed  in  on  every 
side  by  wellnigh  insurmountable  walls,  spirit  and 
body  caught  in  a  trap,  as  it  were,  that  is  not  of  my 
making,  nor  of  thine.  It  is  an  untoward  situation 
I  could  discourse  upon  for  days,  with  Job  and  Jere- 
miah, without  improving  it  off  the  face  of  creation. 
It  must  be  lived,  outlived,  controlled,  or  yielded  to, 
as  the  powers  dictate.  Invoke  every  angel,  betray 
every  devil,  but  yield  not  to  despondency,  brother, 
with  a  vast  wave  of  wretched  humanity  beating 
around  thee  in  utter  helplessness.  Who  may  believe 
it  that,  from  the  shores  of  eternity,  God  has  set 
this  world  adrift  on  the  ocean  of  time  for  no  higher 
end  than  the  one  of  seeing  brute  feed  on  brute,  and 
man  outrage  man?  Yet  for  what  are  there  Caesars 
and  Czars?  This  is  more  than  thou  canst  answer, 
I  know;  but  who  has  ever  answered  it?"  And 
Nitika  ended  the  discussion. 

In  this  manner,  by  the  unfailing  magic  of  candor, 
and  sincerity,  did  the  young  Krilewitch  weave  a 
net  around  Isaiah's  heart  wherein  all  doubt  made 
room  for  a  friendship  that  was  as  true  as  the  sun's 
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beam  is  pure.  The  Hebrew's  dormant  responsive- 
ness was  roused  to  a  confidential  reciprocity  that 
culminated  in  brotherly  attachment  based  on  a  rela- 
tion not  unknown  in  the  annals  of  curious  biog- 
raphy. 

The  clock  struck  twelve  when  Nikita  shook 
Isaiah's  hand  and  retired  with  the  papers  that  were 
to  effect  a  radical  change  in  the  life  of  the  recruit. 
Alone  with  his  thoughts  Isaiah  could  not  bring 
himself  to  sleep,  his  mind  wandering  from  one  ex- 
perience to  another,  and  opening  a  vista  dark  as 
was  the  night  his  eye  endeavored  to  penetrate.  A 
something  awful  and  oppressive  hovered  over  him 
in  the  silent  air,  as  though  the  vast  space  was  per- 
meated by  spiritual  virtue.  Was  not  a  voice  whis- 
pering audibly  in  his  ear,  "Consider  yet  before  it 
be  too  late — beware  of  the  tempting  serpent — 
temptation  can  assume  the  guise  of  witching  loveli- 
ness— idolatry  is  the  name  of  the  Greek  Catholic 
Church.    Thy  soul — thy  soul!" 

There  was  despair  in  the  flights  of  a  morbid  im- 
agination that  kept  him  awake  and  in  fever.  "Too 
late,  too  late;  God  wills  it  so,"  be  mumbled  to  him- 
self. No  other  course  seemed  open  save  that  of 
self-destruction,  and  this  was  horrible  to  contem- 
plate. 

Finding  it  impossible  to  drown  his  senses  in 
sleep,  he  rose,  and  pushing  a  window  open,  turned 
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his  eyes  heavenward.  The  stars  shone  throughout 
the  unfathomed  empyrean  in  overpowering  gran- 
deur. The  stars,  the  stars, — who,  what,  wherefore 
are  the  stars,  alas!  and  wherefore  man?  A  light 
breeze  stirred  the  leafless  trees  of  the  orchard,  and 
the  silence  seemed  to  him  pregnant  with  mystery. 
Have  not  those  glowing  constellations  a. conscious- 
ness of  their  own?  Does  not  the  whisper  of  the 
air  lisp  a  message  to  the  wounded  heart?  Might 
not  the  earth  be  the  head  of  a  cherub  who  walks 
through  infinity?  Is  not  there  a  likelihood  that  the 
spaces  teem  with  spirits,  and  that  Hannah  is  among 
them,  witnessing  the  hard  struggle  of  her  child? 
O,  how  impenetrable  this  life,  how  dark  the  one 
beyond! 

From  these  thoughts  Isaiah's  fancy  carried  him 
to  the  record  of  Jacob's  vision  in  the  wilderness. 
The  promise  that  the  families  of  earth  were  to  be 
blessed  in  his  late  descendants,  how  was  it  to  be 
fulfilled?  "Am  I  not  one  of  his,  called  upon  to  do 
a  good  work?  These  many  millions  around  me, 
are  they  not  all  my  fellow-men,  lost  in  error,  and 
waiting  to  be  redeemed — by  whom?  What  else 
has  Israel  to  do  in  this  world?  Away,  small  pre- 
conception, narrow-minded  conceit,  away!  How 
much  greater  God's  love  than  man's  conception  of 
it!  He  who  freights  the  wnnds  with  the  field's 
aroma  and  the  meadow's  fragrance  that  his  bless- 
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ings  may  be  diffused  broadcast,  how  can  He  be 
assumed  to  favor  the  few  with  salvation,  and  damn 
the  rest  of  the  world,  as  if  they  were  made  by  an- 
other power,  of  baser  stuff,  for  another  purpose 
than  those  of  Hebrew  descent?  If  that  were  so 
would  the  stars  shine  equally  on  all  men?  Error! 
error!  God's  light  is  the  heritage  of  all  mankind; 
for  the  Almighty's  breath  animates  them  all.  Sky- 
ordained  for  a  priestly  avocation,  why  dread  to 
combat  idolatry  in  her  own  stronghold? 

''Yea,  rather  die  a  hero  than  a  martyr,"  exclaimed 
the  youth  audibly. 

Turning  from  the  stars,  Isaiah  fell  asleep,  peace 
in  his  breast,  and  he  rose  in  the  morning  resolved 
to  conquer  but  never  to  be  conquered,  come  what 
might. 

"We  crossed  the  Rubicon  last  night,  did  we  not?" 
was  the  first  greeting  of  the  young  theologian,  as 
he  met  his  younger  friend's  eye. 

Isaiah  did  not  grasp  the  meaning  of  the  remark, 
but  his  look  betrayed  his  inward  change.  Having 
been  forced  across  the  river,  and  the  ferry-boat 
being  destroyed,  every  weapon  was  allowed  in  self- 
defence, — valor,  cunning,  deception,  nothing  ap- 
pearing sinful  in  "the  struggle  for  self-preservation. 
One  thing  was  sure — there  was  no  way  of  re- 
turning. 


NINTH  CHAPTER. 
An  Impeefect  Haven  of  Rest. 

With  his  mind  appeased  and  his  word  pledged 
to  face  the  inevitable,  the  youth  proceeded  to  use 
his  opportunity  of  acquiring  the  elements  on  which 
his  theological  studies  were  to  be  based.  Success 
in  his  career  could  only  be  secured  by  distinction 
at  school,  which  was  the  first  stepping-stone  to 
ecclesiastical  prominence.  As  one  of  the  lower 
clergy  he  could  do  little  for  himself  and  less  for  his 
coreligionists,  while  a  higher  station  in  the  national 
Church  would  afford  him  a  latitude  of  action  limited 
only  by  the  highest  authorities  of  the  Holy  Snyod. 
This  was  clear,  and  his  friend  had  talked  him  into 
the  conviction  that  he  was  born  to  be  distinguished. 
Given  the  chance  there  seemed  nothing  in  the 
province  of  knowledge  the  "Open  Head"  could 
not  master. 

At  the  parsonage  Httle  doubt  was  entertained 
that  Nikita's  petition  on  behalf  of  Isaiah  would 
meet  with  favor  on  the  part  of  the  Metropolitan. 
Meanwhile  the  officer,  anticipating  the  release  of 
his  charge  from  the  military,  relieved  him  of  his 
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nominal  duties.  Isaiah's  substitute  was  a  female 
attendant  picked  out  from  among  the  buxom 
daughters  of  the  village,  who,  in  return  for  a  trifling 
remuneration,  was  put  at  the  disposal  of  the  officer. 
It  was  considered  a  sinecure  and  excited  competi- 
tion among  the  simple-minded  maids  of  the  village. 

Thus,  with  everything  turning  in  the  boy's  favor, 
his  environment  began  to  soften  and  brighten,  while 
his  progress  in  the  fundamental  studies  justified 
his  friend's  most  sanguine  anticipations.  Impressed 
with  the  importance  of  the  recruit's  future,  the  old 
pastor  began  to  treat  him  with  marked  attention, 
and  in  this  he  was  outdone  by  his  sympathetic  wife 
and  daughters.  Isaiah  was  drawn  into  the  family 
circle,  and  many  a  long  evening  was  beguiled  by 
tales  told  and  retold.  The  officer  had  an  assort- 
ment of  caustic  tales  about  the  police  and  holy 
monks.  He  told  of  an  ispravnik  who,  during  the 
cold  season,  made  it  his  business  to  drag  a  corpse 
through  the  villages  of  his  district,  charging  each 
mir  or  commune  with  murder  committed  in  its 
neighborhood,  and  thus  exacting  bribes  from  the 
intimidated  mujiks;  and  of  monks  who  paraded 
through  remote  hamlets  the  jawbone  of  a  monkey 
as  the  relic  of  a  saint,  making  collections  for  the 
church. 

The  girls  told  harrowing  stories  of  villagers  who 
were  danced  to  death  by  those  sylvan  terrors  known 
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as  russalkas  who,  assuming  the  forms  of  beautiful 
maidens,  lured  them  with  irresistible  laughter  into 
quagmires,  engaged  them  in  a  mad  dance,  and 
finishing  by  smothering  the  victims  in  the  mire. 
Olga  told  of  an  old  crone  in  the  parish  who  had  a 
charmed  life,  had  passed  her  hundredth  year,  and 
had  met  Plague  face  to  face,  a  terrific  pQwer  of  skin 
and  bone,  pale-faced,  hollow-eyed,  with  pointed 
jaws,  snaky  tongue,  grinning,  frowning,  hateful, 
deadly;  a  Medusa  under  whose  soles,  as  she  rushes 
through  the  world,  the  soil  burns.  Her  breath  is 
poison,  her  glance  death.  Armies  wither  under 
her  eye,  and  provinces  are  depopulated  at  her 
approach.  She  dwells  in  a  cave  wherein  the  springs 
are  of  gall,  and  the  herbs  produce  a  deadly  juice. 
She  sleeps  on  the  back  of  an  enorjnous  black  ser- 
pent who  shakes  his  rattles  and  hisses  like  a  myriad 
of  snakes  the  moment  War  or  Famine  are  to  dis- 
turb the  peace  of  the  world.  This  is  the  signal  for 
Plague  to  start  on  her  terrible  race,  and  that  is 
the  time  when  men  sink  like  grass  under  the  sweep 
of  her  scythe. 

Nikita  recounted  a  fearful  tale,  how  students  in 
Kharkow,  who  had  exhumed  a  girl's  body  for  dis- 
section, were  terrified  when  at  the  first  cut  of  the 
knife  the  blood  began  to  flow,  the  dead  opening  her 
eyes  and  seizing  the  operator's  hand.  She  had 
been  in  a  trance  when  mistakenly  conveyed  to  the 
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grave  as  dead.  The  parson  thought  this  ought  to 
go  on  record  as  a  proof  of  the  Lord's  power  to 
call  life  out  of  the  grave,  and  the  maid  ought  to 
have  been  interrogated  about  matters  on  the  other 
side,  of  which  she  had  doubtlessly  seen  much. 

"This  is  one  of  those  queer  things,  batiouchka," 
began  the  officer  with  a  look  of  mischief,  "which  I 
fail  to  understand,  and  on  which  I  would  like  to  be 
enlightened.  A  fellow  with  his  eyes  open,  one 
should  think,  ought  to  see  more  of  the  prospect 
beyond  than  one  buried  in  a  box  six  feet  under 
ground.  It  may  do  for  an  insurance  company  to 
promise  a  man  the  enjoyment  of  his  money  after 
death;  but  would  not  the  Church  fare  better  if  our 
all-knowing  theologians  gave  us  something  more 
reassuring  than  holy  promises?" 

"You  may  not  enjoy  the  sight  of  the  place  you 
are  likely  to  go  to  after  you  are  done  here,"  replied 
the  priest  sardonically. 

"With  my  jack-boots  on,  and  a  tumbler  of  vodka 
to  keep  up  my  spirits,  I  will  jump  into  any  hollow, 
however  hazy,  to  get  certainty  about  my  hereafter, 
provided  I  am  assured  of  enlightenment,"  retorted 
the  soldier. 

"The  Holy  Synod  may  satisfy  you  on  this  point; 
father  does  not  claim  to  live  on  a  footing  of  especial 
intimacy  with  the  Almighty,"  interjected  Nikita 
with   sarcasm.     Turning   to    Isaiah,   he   inquired 
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whether  there  were  settled  views  among  Jews  about 
matters  in  the  other  world.  **Do  Hebrews  believe 
in  immortality?" 

"What  the  Hebrews  believe  or  disbelieve  does 
not  decide  things  for  us  who  live  under  a  new  law 
and  a  new  covenant,"  interposed  the  parson,  dis- 
approving of  the  appeal  to  the  young  Israelite  for 
information  in  so  weighty  a  matter. 

"Yet  are  we  enjoined  to  believe  what  one  of 
those  old  Hebrews  taught  very  long  ago,  batiouch- 
ka,"  resumed  the  officer  pungently. 

"Yes,  that  was  when  man  felt  the  impulse  of  wor- 
shipping something  beyond  the  all-engulfing  vanity 
of  self.  Poetry  went  hand  in  hand  with  religion 
and  symbolism,  and  humanity  had  its  eyes  turned 
to  the  heavens  for  wonders  and  revelations.  Life 
was  then  a  continuous  endeavor  to  be  godlike. 
Now  it  is:  I  am  I,  and  he  who  feeds  me  is  my 
master.  That  is  a  sublime  ideal!  What  I  cannot 
understand  that  I  will  not  beheve.  Corinthian 
columns  are  not  chiseled  for  mice  to  climb  or  ad- 
mire," was  Nikita's  rejoinder. 

"Jesus  was  only  a  Hebrew  in  the  flesh;  in  the 
spirit  our  blessed  Savior  was  the  offspring  of  God 
Himself,"' supplemented  the  pastor  to  prove  that 
the  hit  did  not  miss  him.  "You  seem  to  be  dissat- 
isfied with  our  Christianity." 

"Indeed  I  am  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  flesh  and 
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with  the  spirit,  and  with  everything  unthinkable  and 
unknowable,  on  which  our  theologians  delight  to 
harp,  batiouchka,  on  the  condition  that  I  be  allowed 
to  settle  my  own  account  with  God  and  the  devil, 
at  the  risk  of  being  landed  in  a  very  hot  or  a  very 
frigid  quarter.  Is  not  mine  the  creed  of  enlight- 
ened Russia?"  asked  the  officer,  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  student. 

**You  have  then  an  overwhelming  majority 
against  you,"  observed  Nikita. 

"Yes,  a  majority  with  the  Czar  at  the  head," 
added  the  parson. 

"Our  greatest  Czars  have  not  been  very  ortho- 
dox," returned  the  other. 

"But  they  who  are  no  Czars  ought  to  be  good 
Christians  at  least,"  cried  the  old  priest,  in  default 
of  a  stronger  argument. 

"Let  it  stand  where  it  is,  batiouchka,  each  one 
attending  to  his  business  as  officer  of  the  army 
or  minister  of  the  Church.  It  is  good  that,  what- 
ever betide  one,  his  thoughts  and  sentiments  re- 
main his  own.  Let  the  poets  spin  the  Divine 
Comedy;  reality  is  unpoetic,  and  we,  men  of  the 
sword,  deal  in  steel  and  not  in  theories,"  said  the 
warrior,  rising  to  withdraw,  and  withdrawing  from 
the  scene  with  the  politesse  of  a  refined  Frenchman. 

"He  should  be  a  better  Christian  by  this  time," 
said  Nikita  as  the  soldier  disappeared  behind  the 
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closed  door.  "There  is  not  an  atom  of  reverence 
in  his  blood.  He  scoffs  at  everything  which  he 
fails  to  assimilate,  and  he  scoffs  with  a  host  of 
others." 

"The  devil  has  him  head  and  heart,"  affirmed  the 
pastor.  "He  has  read  more  in  his  life  than  he  has 
prayed,  and  is  more  of  a  heathen  than  .a  Christian. 
If  Russia's  bulwark  be  made  of  such  stuff,  then 
may  the  Lord  protect  our  land!  The  Church  is 
getting  more  and  more  endangered  by  infernal 
theories  of  Satanic  work.  The  masses  should  not 
read — must  not  read,  or  there  will  be  an  end  of 
patriotism,  prayer,  and  piety." 

"Were  it  not  wiser  for  the  Church  to  point  out 
a  way  that  steers  clear  of  both  ignorance  and  in- 
fidelity? Are  education  and  religion  irreconcil- 
able?" asked  the  son  earnestly.  "Is  man  to  be 
afraid  of  knowledge?" 

"So  it  seems;  our  academies  teem  with  revolu- 
tionists and  blasphemers,"  returned  the  father, 
shaking  his  head  thoughtfully.  "Were  knowledge 
a  good  thing  for  man  to  possess,  its  fruit  would  not 
have  been  forbidden  to  the  first  pair.  The  devil 
might  be  better  informed  than  the  angel;  it  is  the 
latter,  however,  who  dwells  in  everlasting  bliss, 
because  he  obeys  God's  behests." 

"Are  we  to  assume  that  man's  folly  interfered 
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with  the  original  design  of  his  Creator?"  was 
Nikita's  searching  question. 

His  father's  theory,  if  not  new  to  him,  struck 
him  forcibly  as  not  unworthy  of  investigation.  If 
knowledge  does  not  tend  to  make  man  better  and 
happier  than  ignorance,  can  it  be  proclaimed  an 
unmixed  blessing?  Has  the  world  been  redeemed 
by  faith — which  points  to  perfect  obedience  and 
resignation — or  by  knowledge,  which  means  self- 
reliance,  coupled  with  doubt  as  to  a  supreme  guid- 
ance? Would  a  Christianity  without  civilization 
be  preferable  to  one  illumined  by  culture? 

"My  son,  thou  art  expected  to  know  the  funda- 
mentals of  our  blessed  Dispensation.  The  forbid- 
den fruit  lost  us  Paradise;  our  Redeemer  restored 
man  to  Divine  Grace.  As  knowledge  was  the  cause 
of  our  fall,  faith  was  the  cause  of  our  redemption," 
said  Krilewitch  with  the  emphasis  of  conviction. 

"How  do  the  Hebrews  interpret  the  story  of 
man's  fall?"  inquired  Nikita  of  Isaiah,  leaving  his 
father's  interpretation  unquestioned. 

"We  discern  in  our  Scriptures  the  four  elements 
of  history,  ethics,  poetry,  and  emblem;  the  story 
alluded  to  comes  under  the  last  heading;  it  is  a 
symbol.  Only  the  uninitiated  think  that  God 
speaks  to  man  as  we  do  to  one  another,"  replied 
the  youth.  "God  has  never  spoken  to  man  in  that 
sense." 


An  Imperfect  Haven  of  Rest        191 

"How  will  that  apply  to  Sinai's  Revelation  if  it 
was  not  God's  personal  communion  with  Israel? 
And  the  fall  of  man,  what  may  it  imply  as  a 
symbol?"  asked  old  Krilewitch  with  a  show  of 
curiosity. 

"He  did  not  speak  on  Sinai  to  Israel  as  we  do 
to  one  another,  batiouchka,  being  the.  Spirit  of  all 
spirit.  Our  sages,  who  interpret  revelation  em- 
blematically, teach  that  it  was  a  communion  of 
mind  with  mind,  of  the  finite  with  the  Infinite.  The 
fall  of  man  is  likewise  a  symbol,  signifying  the 
transition  of  the  race  from  the  irresponsible  state  of 
unconsciousness  to  the  responsible  state  of  rational 
action.  How  can  the  Omnipotent  and  Omniscient 
be  supposed  to  be  interfered  with  in  His  plan?" 
wondered  the  youthful  disputant. 

As  if  in  response  to  this  question,  the  clock  struck 
eleven.  The  venerable  head  of  the  parsonage  rose 
to  retire,  the  female  part  of  the  audience  having 
preceded  him.  "We  shall  try  to  continue  our  dis- 
cussion to-morrow,"  remarked  the  student,  with 
the  obvious  intention  of  covering  his  father's  re- 
treat. The  old  clergyman  did  not  look  like  a  beaten 
man,  however,  but  rather  like  one  intrenched  in  a 
fort  too  strong  to  be  stormed  by  the  subtleties  of 
a  cunning  assailant.  The  discussion  was  not  re- 
sumed the  following  day,  instead  of  which  the 
pastor    took    opportunity    to    question    his    son 
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whether  it  was  wise  to  discuss  holy  themes  with 
Satan,  who  was  subtle  enough  to  mislead  angels, 
and  cause  a  revolt  against  the  Almighty.  **It  will 
take  an  earthquake  to  drive  the  devil  out  of  our 
young  Jew,"  said  the  Papa  despairingly. 

The  son  confined  himself  to  a  smile,  evading  an 
answer,  knowing  as  he  did  his  father's  mental  short- 
comings. 

In  due  time  the  reply  to  Nikita's  appeal  in  behalf 
of  his  Hebrew  friend  arrived  from  the  Metropolitan, 
and  its  purport  could  not  have  caused  greater  joy 
in  the  parsonage  had  Isaiah  been  one  of  the  family. 
The  high  church  dignitary  had  warm  words  of 
praise  for  the  zeal  of  the  promising  young  theol- 
ogian, and  informed  him  that  the  Holy  Synod 
would  act  promptly  in  securing  the  convert's  release 
from  the  army.  Special  reference  was  made  to 
Isaiah's  communication  in  the  sacred  tongue,  and 
the  prelate  expressed  a  hope  that  the  proselyte 
would  pass  through  the  highest  theological  insti- 
tution of  the  Gubernium,  would  live  and  die  a 
saint,  and  be  embalmed  in  a  silver  coffin,  like  St. 
Anthony,  whose  skeleton  is  exhibited  in  the  cata- 
combs of  the  Petcherskaya  Monastery  of  Kieff. 
The  Founder  of  tlie  Church  and  all  his  first  follow- 
ers had  been  Hebrews;  the  Czar's  heart  was  set  on 
the  conversion  of  his  Hebrew  subjects,  whose  in- 
fidelity was  a  menace  to  the  country.    No  one  need 
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trouble  himself  about  tfie  cost  Isaiah's  training" 
would  entail,  the  funds  of  the  Church  being  ample 
to  provide  for  cases  as  worthy  as  the  one  under 
consideration.  The  moment  the  official  papers 
applied  for  to  liberate  the  youth  from  his  military 
duty  should  reach  KiefT,  his  coming  hither  would 
be  in  order.  The  interval  should  be  utilized  for 
Isaiah's  preparation.  Such  was  substantially  the 
answer  of  the  powerful  Metropolitan. 

Letter  in  hand,  Nikita  burst  into  Isaiah's  room, 
exclaiming  gleefully,  "Here  are  our  best  tidings, 
brother;  Israel's  God  is  with  us!"  And  having  read 
the  contents  of  the  epistle,  he  continued,  "Why 
should  we  doubt  that  the  Highest  Power  smiles 
on  our  doings?  The  beginning  is  good,  and  the 
end  will  be  glorious.  Brace  up,  O,  brother,  and 
be  as  large-hearted,  high-minded,  and  fire-tongued 
as  the  prophet  of  thy  name.  Let  nations  walk  by 
thy  light  and  kings  by  the  radiance  of  thy  splendor. 
Admitting  the  Hebrew  ideal  to  be  cycles  in  ad- 
vance of  the  Christian's  conception  of  Deity,  is  not, 
at  this  hour,  the  Jew  four  cycles  behind  the 
prophet's  Utopia?  Unprejudiced  as  I  am  in  regard 
to  the  destiny  of  thy  people,  Isaiah,  what  at  this  late 
hour  are  they  doing  for  struggling  humanity? 
How  grand  the  ancient  seer,  who  longingly  prayed 
for  a  universal  redemption!  How  small  his  de- 
scendant who  locks  himself  up  in  his  synagogue,^ 
13 
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excluding  the  great  world  from  the  light  given 
him  for  man's  salvation!  Can  he  do  nothing 
better?" 

Isaiah  was  not  in  a  mood  to  renew  the  debate. 
Nor  did  he  in  the  least  rejoice  at  what,  in  the  judg- 
ment of  his  friend,  was  a  splendid  success  to  begin 
with.  The  skeleton  of  St.  Anthony  took  hold  of  his 
mind.  His  blood  was  chilled  by  the  Metropoli- 
tan's sepulchral  felicity  held  up  before  his  mental 
gaze.  That  his  body  might  one  day  be  canonized 
among  those  of  the  monks  entombed  in  the  cata- 
combs of  the  Petcherskaya  was  a  thought  which 
froze  the  marrow  in  his  bones,  giving  him  the  sen- 
sation of  one  who  enters  a  pest-house  never  to 
return  again.  What  a  ministry  it  is  that  must 
descend  to  the  charnel-house  for  incentives  to  rouse 
inspiration!  And  of  what  avail  was  hair-splitting 
controversy,  now  that  retreat  was  not  to  be  thought 
of?  On  the  surface  the  moral  indictment  of  the 
rabbinical  Jew  appeared  plausible  enough.  Closing 
the  door  against  outsiders,  like  the  oyster  in  the 
shell,  the  old  Synagogue  hides  its  pearl,  and  resents 
intrusion.  The  prophet  spoke  to  humanity;  the 
dweller  of  the  Ghetto  speaks  to  himself.  Had  not 
Isaiah's  historic  knowledge  been  limited,  he  could 
have  adduced  irrefutable  facts  that,  as  persecution 
and  disabilities  have  changed  the  agricultural 
Israelite  into  the  modern  trade  Jew,  so  have  they 
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transformed  his  prophetic  universality  into  his  rab- 
binical exclusiveness.  He  needed  a  shell,  and  he 
created  it,  to  escape  annihilation. 

But  these  facts  were  beyond  the  boy's  horizon, 
and,  unwilling  to  see  his  race  charged  with  clannish 
selfishness,  he  briefly  replied, 

"You  might  as  well  imprison  a  man  and  arraign 
him  for  not  mixing  with  the  free  world  as  charge 
the  proscribed  Jew  with  keeping  aloof  from  his 
irreconcilable  adversaries.  This  point  was  disposed 
of,  I  thought,  when  it  was  asserted  that  the  Jew 
could  not  yield  and  remain  a  Jew.  If  amidst  un- 
remitting oppression  the  son  of  Judah  holds  his 
own,  faithful  to  his  heritage,  he  is  doing  enough, 
and  more  than  any  other  race  is  known  to  have 
accomplished.  To  be  the  martyr  of  the  world, 
and  to  bequeath  the  martyr's  lot  to  ages  yet  un- 
born, is  sufilicient  pain  and  glory  for  a  people  to 
live  for." 

''Let  this  pass  undisputed,  Isaiah.  The  seminal 
potentiality  of  thy  people's  genius  is  the  marvel 
of  the  times.  And  what  do  they  get  in  return?  It 
saddens  my  heart  to  see  my  fellow-men  in  distress, 
who  live  the  historic  tragedy.  The  unbeloved  are 
as  likely  to  love  as  the  starving  are  to  feed  the 
dyspeptic,  and  the  absence  of  this  most  precious 
of  all  qualities  which  makes  both  giver  and  receiver 
happy,  must  needs  turn  Jewish  life  into  an  arid 
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desert.  To  such  a  vegetating  existence  death  is 
certainly  preferable,"  concluded  Nikita  compas- 
sionately. 

He  could  not  have  touched,  had  it  been  his  in- 
tention, a  softer  spot  in  the  boy's  heart.  The  topic 
effected  an  instantaneous  change  in  Isaiah's  tone 
and  face,  and  his  friend  realized  that  religion  was 
not  the  only  fire  that  smouldered  in  the  recesses  of 
the  recruit's  inflammable  temperament.  Is  he  in 
love?  was  Nikita's  unuttered  thought.  The  answer 
came  with  a  pain  which  flitted  over  the  contracted 
muscles  of  Isaiah's  face  as  he  replied  in  a  voice  that 
moved  him  deeply  who  Hstened, 

"Indeed  little  is  the  Jew  known  to  the  non-Jew — 
what  a  pity!  When  I  read  of  the  porogs  of  the 
Dnieper  and  of  those  wild  rapids  of  the  Nile  which 
sweep  vehemently  down  narrowing  rocks;  when  I 
first  heard  of  the  volcanoes  which  belch  forth  their 
pent  up  fury  in  bursting  lava  streams,  I  took  them 
as  nature's  illustrations  of  Israel's  love;  love  divine 
and  love  human.  Was  not  this  the  seed  taught  at 
the  foot  of  Horeb  at  a  time  when  the  humanization 
of  the  race  was  one  of  the  distant  hopes  held  out  by 
the  future?  Yes,  even  to  this  day  we  love  tenderly, 
love  holily,  but  unostentatiously.  More  than  their 
eye-balls  do  Jewish  parents  love  and  guard  their 
children,  while  next  to  God  the  parent  is  enthroned 
in  the  child's  heart  of  hearts,  filled  with  filial  rever- 
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ence  and  devotion.  We  neither  declaim  on  nor 
proclaim  our  affections,  but  live  on  them,  live  for 
them  each  day,  each  hour;  home  being  the  focus 
wherein  love's  felicity  is  consecrated  by  the  purest, 
the  holiest  virtues.  Who  counts  our  half-starved 
mothers  who  go  unfed  to  bed,  having  dispensed  the 
last  crust  of  bread  to  a  starving  child,  or  to  a  wear- 
ied husband,  who  has  failed  to  secure  work?  Yes, 
to  a  famished  beggar,  who,  teeming  in  the  woful  re- 
treats of  Slavonic  Jewry,  is  on  the  increase,  thanks 
to  the  barbarous  restrictions  of  the  Czar. 

"My  sainted  mother  braved  heat  and  cold, 
worked  day  and  night  to  supply  her  children,  lov- 
ing herself  less  than  her  family.  And  we  children 
loved  her,  yes,  worshipped  her,  and  love  each  other 
to  a  degree  that  passes  utterance.  Yet  even  deeper 
and  mightier  is  the  love  I  bear  the  maiden  of  my 
destiny,  the  one  whom  God  has  fashioned  for  me, 
to  be  mine  in  soul  here  and  hereafter.  In  heaven 
there  might  be  her  like;  on  earth  there  is  none,  not 
a  being  as  perfect,  not  a  spirit  as  empyreal.  Her 
smile  is  bliss;  her  voice  is  harmony.  Nature  made 
her  graceful,  religion  makes  her  holy,  love  stamps 
her  divine.  In  her  eye  there  is  the  dream  of  Eden. 
Our  passion  found  no  utterance,  save  in  the  eye  that 
spoke,  the  lip  that  kissed,  the  embrace  that  made 
every  atom  of  what  we  are  thrill  with  rapture.  Ay, 
our  love  is  too  deep,  too  real,  too  holy  to  be  denied 
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the  inestimable  boon.  Our  prime  solace  is  love  of 
God,  self-sacrificing,  unswerving,  come  what  may, 
chains  or  exile,  hatred  or  torture,  starvation,  pes- 
tilence, or  death.  Yea,  we  love  our  country,  the 
cruel  step-mother  that  tramples  on  us,  we  love  her, 
and  pray  for  the  prosperity  of  a  Government  under 
whose  rod  we  groan  and  bleed.  We  love  the  land 
of  our  birth;  may  it  be  redeemed!" 

In  return  for  this  touching  communicativeness 
Nikita  intimated  to  his  friend  that  his  heart  had 
likewise  been  captured  by  an  adorable  girl,  whose 
name  was  Zalinka  Salkanow,  a  marvelously  intel- 
ligent maiden,  and  an  heiress,  her  father  having 
been  one  of  the  most  prominent  merchants  of 
Kieff.  She  was  a  student  at  the  university  of  that 
holy  city,  was  as  brilliant  as  she  was  beautiful,  and 
had  a  crowd  of  worshippers  among  the  academic 
youth,  none  being  too  proud  to  pay  her  homage. 

The  date  having  drawn  near  for  Nikita's  return 
to  the  Academy,  mother  and  sisters  were  engaged 
in  repairing  his  wardrobe,  and  the  tailor  was  sum- 
moned to  measure  him  for  such  suits  as  theological 
students  wear.  Nikita  insisted  that  Isaiah  be 
treated  like  him,  so  that  the  equipment  had  to  be 
doubled,  to  the  chagrin  of  old  Krilewitch  w^ho 
winced  at  the  test  of  material  self-sacrifice.  Being 
as  usual  in  the  minority,  the  parson  had  to  submit, 
and  he  wellnigh  regretted  having  countenanced  a 
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conversion  scheme  which  turned  out  to  be  an  ex- 
pensive luxury.  On  Isaiah  the  action  of  the  family 
worked  as  it  should,  convincing  him  that  genuine 
goodness  was  not  a  Jewish  monopoly.  Naturally 
grateful  and  communicative,  the  Jewish  lad  felt 
himself  attached  to  his  friends;  every  suspicion  and 
aversion  vanished  like  mist  before  the  ^rising  sun. 
And  the  more  cheerful  and  confiding  he  grew  the 
more  responsive  seemed  things  and  persons  around 
him.  The  matron  of  the  house  took  his  measure 
with  as  much  care  as  if  he  were  one  of  her  own, 
and  the  girls,  charming  in  their  friendliness,  lost 
no  chance  to  converse  with  him  as  often  as  he  ap- 
peared within  sight,  unaccompanied  by  their 
brother. 

Isaiah  had  good  cause  to  ponder  seriously  over 
his  past  experiences  and  his  future  prospects.  He 
was  only  one  of  many  thousands  of  his  like  who 
had  been  thrown  into  misery  out  of  which  he  alone 
had  been  providentially  lifted  at  a  moment  when 
all  hope  had  fled.  That  he  was  not  in  accord  with 
those  who  so  generously  helped  him,  was  but  an- 
other evidence  of  their  unselfish  motives.  Would, 
under  similar  conditions,  Jews  do  a  like  thing?  The 
zealotry  of  the  Jew  is  of  a  piece  with  the  fanatic 
frenzy  of  the  non-Jew.  Hard-shell  rabbinism  is 
in  arrears  of  its  own  Utopia,  submerged  in  the  dead 
sea  of  a  fossilized  literature. 
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Where  is  the  breath  of  prophecy?  Suppose  he 
had  grown  famous  in  Jewry,  of  what  benefit  had 
he  been  to  the  world,  of  what  good  to  his  own 
people?  He  would  have  intrenched  himself  in  soli- 
tary uselessness,  wasting  life  in  sentimental  vapor- 
ings,  Kabbalistic  fancies,  while  it  is  clear  that  man- 
kind cannot  be  raised  from  its  depressed  level  of 
righteousness  and  moral  freedom  without  earnest 
w^orkers.  Might  not,  after  all,  the  Jew  be  on  the 
wrong  highway?  What  has  happened  may  happen- 
again.  There  was  a  time  when  ten  of  Israel's  twelve 
tribes  went  astray.  The  true  Christian  is  an  in- 
finitely nobler  being  than  the  heathen  ever  was. 
Image-worship  is  abominable,  but  is  an  error 
largely  outlived.  Yet,  O,  what  a  distance  between 
the  Synagogue  and  the  Church  of  Russia!  There 
martyred  figures  bending  in  awe  and  humility  be- 
fore the  inscrutable  Power,  eating  the  bread  of  sor- 
row, inhaling  the  air  of  misery,  passing  days  of  tears 
and  nights  of  anguish,  and  blessing  the  One  who 
knows  best  what  is  good  for  those  He  loves;  here  a 
hierarchy  of  pomp,  power,  haughtiness,  and  arro- 
gance, living  on  the  fat  of  the  land,  misleading  the 
ignorant,  cherishing  credulity,  favoring  superstition 
and  waging  bitter  war  against  searching  intellect, 
the  sole  object  being  to  sustain  a  cult  which  per- 
petuates bodily  and  mental  slavery.  But  is  Chris- 
tianity to  be  blamed  for  the  caricature  into  which  it 
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IS  turned?  The  Sermon  on  the  Mount  enjoins  a 
difTerent  conduct,  and  the  Lord^s  Prayer  strikes 
chords  in  the  heart  akin  to  those  set  vibrating  by 
the  ring  of  the  Davidic  ode. 

No,  it  is  rank  idolatry  that  revels  in  jingling 
noise,  multicolored  ostentation,  and  abuse  of 
power.  Christianity  is  of  purer,  humbler  birth,  with 
a  crown  of  thorns  to  symbolize  life's  probation  and 
the  struggle  associated  with  it.  Christianity  is  a 
scion  of  prophecy,  alas!  a  child  mutilated  beyond 
recognition.  Might  it  not  be  his  mission  to  chris- 
tianize Christianity! 

Many  a  sleepless  night  was  spent  in  these  fruit- 
less musings,  with  no  higher  intellect  to  enlighten 
and  appease  a  poor  struggling  soul.  "Withhold 
not  thy  spirit's  light  from  me,  Father,  thou  at 
whose  hand  a  blazing  Universe  burst  into  ever- 
lasting being,"  was  the  daily  prayer  of  the  unhappy 
youth. 


TENTH  CHAPTER. 

To  THE  Cathedral. 

By  a  happy  coincidence  the  papers  releasing 
Isaiah  from  his  military  oath  arrived  in  time  to 
enable  him  to  go  to  Kieff  with  his  friend.  Before 
departure,  however,  his  public  acceptance  of  the 
new  dispensation  had  to  be  confirmed  by  baptism, 
so  that  he  could  be  furnished  with  the  necessary 
certificate.  It  may  appear  strange  that  anyone 
who  had  gone  so  far  should  recoil  with  shuddering 
aversion  from  a  ceremony  which  involves  no  severer 
ordeal  than  the  answering  of  a  question,  the  receiv- 
ing of  the  cross,  and  the  sprinkling  of  water,  yet 
the  impending  rite  was  a  source  of  great  trouble  to 
the  forced  convert,  who  had  to  fight  it  out  with 
himself  at  the  cost  of  inward  peace.  What  helped 
him  to  overcome  his  aversion  was  an  incidental 
remark  of  Nikita,  that  if  the  baptismal  initiation 
were  delayed  it  would  be  a  cause  of  great  satisfac- 
tion to  the  Metropolitan  to  have  the  sacramental 
rite  administered  in  his  cathedral,  thus  conforming 
more  strictly  to  the  law.  Isaiah  at  once  declared  his 
preference  for  the  parson's  ministration,  and  be- 
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sought  his  friends  to  make  as  little  of  it  as  possible. 
To  satisfy  the  law,  the  starshina  had  to  be  present; 
but  otherwise  the  affair  passed  off  as  an  ordinary 
baptism,  much  against  the  inclination  of  old  Krile- 
witch,  who  yearned  to  invest  the  occasion  with  pon- 
tifical solemnity.  Nikita  stood  as  godfather, 
Nathalia,  the  oldest  daughter  of  the  fam*ily,  as  god- 
mother. A  few  villagers  witnessed  the  ceremony. 
Isaiah  was  hereafter  to  be  called  *'Isaieff,"  and  so 
the  last  difficulty  was  overcome.  There  was  a 
dinner  of  many  courses  to  crown  the  event,  and 
small  presents  were  handed  the  neophyte  as 
mementos. 

Arrived  at  Kieff,  the  convert  was  ushered  into 
the  presence  of  the  Metropolitan  and  met  with  a 
most  gracious  reception.  The  hoary  prelate,  a 
lean,  tall  man,  was  of  an  imposing  figure,  venerable 
in  appearance,  with  pinched  features,  rendered 
ghostly  by  a  long  white  beard,  deep-sunk  gray 
almond  eyes  and  a  forehead  that  lost  itself  in  a  bald 
crown  circumscribed  by  a  thin  fringe  of  grizzly  hair 
on  the  back  of  the  head.  He  spoke  paternally  to 
Isaiah,  expressed  displeasure  at  the  perverseness 
of  the  Hebrews,  who  would  not  see  the  error  of 
their  ways,  and  startled  the  youth  by  referring  to 
St.  Anthony  and  the  eighty  monks,  who  bear  him 
company  in  the  catacomb.  A  higher  stage  of 
beatifical   blessedness   than   is   held   out   by   that 
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somber  cave  wherein  the  saint  and  eighty  lesser 
devotees  are  entombed,  was  evidently  beyond  the 
spiritual  horizon  of  the  aged  MetropoHtan.  The 
customary  benediction  closed  the  interview,  the 
youth  was  dismissed,  and  recommended  to  the 
authorities  of  the  institution  where  he  began  his 
studies.  He  was  liberally  provided  for,  and  regis- 
tered among  Russia's  rising  clergy. 

Nikita's  impending  graduation  from  the  first 
class  of  the  Academy  did  not  prevent  his  inter- 
course with  his  younger  friend,  and  the  attention 
gave  Isaiah  standing  in  the  eyes  of  his  schoolmates 
in  the  lower  grade,  and  was  a  soothing  balm  to  the 
convert.  Isaiah  was  furthermore  indebted  to  his 
friend  for  a  supply  of  books  that  were  tabooed  in 
the  school  as  pernicious  to  the  rising  pillars  of  the 
orthodox  Church.  The  curriculum  prescribed  the 
recitation  of  certain  prayers  and  litanies  memorized 
for  the  purpose.  Surrender  to  the  will  of  the  auto- 
crat was  enjoined  as  a  religious  duty.  What  the 
Czar  decrees  is  the  decree  of  God,  and  is  voiced  as 
such  by  the  entire  clergy.  Here  reason  has  no 
function  and  manhood  no  meaning.  It  is  an  un- 
deniable fact  that,  the  office  of  the  lower  Muscovite 
cleric  is  that  of  an  animated  automaton,  indepen- 
dent thought  or  action  being  out  of  the  question. 
As  to  the  higher  dignitaries,  their  fountain-head  of 
spirituality  is  little  less  heavenly  than  the  Zem-Zem 
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Well,  oozing  as  it  does  from  underneath  the  foot  of 
Russia's  infallible  Throne. 

Within  the  precincts  of  such  a  school,  under  the 
control  of  pedantic  priests  who  rigorously  insisted 
on  strict  compliance  with  rules  and  regulations, 
often  senseless  and  unbearable,  Isaiah's  spirit  began 
to  sink  under  the  pressure  of  a  dead  weight,  threat- 
ening to  paralyze  the  elasticity  of  his  mental  facul- 
ties. It  required  Nikita's  ready  suasion  to  inspire 
him  with  hope  of  better  things  to  come. 

"If  this  is  a  school  for  higher  education,  and 
those  pedants  are  teachers,  pray,  what  is  a  jail,  and 
what  the  function  of  the  jailer?"  asked  Isaiah  bit- 
terly. 

"Agreed,"  replied  the  other  in  his  best  humor. 
"This  being  your  question,  it  is  in  order  for  you  to 
modify  your  conclusions  as  to  the  real  martyr  of 
the  world,  who  is  not  the  Jew  but  the  ill-fated 
theological  student  of  this  seat  of  learning.  Be- 
lieve me,  brother,  those  brass-bespangled  young- 
sters, had  they  choice,  instead  of  litanies  would  sing 
sonnets  to  the  eyebrows  of  fair  Circassians,  would 
sigh  at  the  feet  of  sultanas  in  gardens  perfumed  with 
roses,  vocal  with  the  cadence  of  nightingales, 
beautified  by  the  strutting  of  rainbow-colored  pea- 
cocks, and  refreshed  by  the  splash  and  play  of 
crystal  fountains.  But  they  will  in  time  do  it, 
no  danger.     Our  clerics  are  not  the  leanest  herd 
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of  the  Czar*s  dull  cattle,  some  of  them  being  jolly 
bullocks  at  that.  You  will  outlive  it  all,  and,  once 
risen,  you  will  from  your  height  be  able  to  survey 
the  slough  in  which  this  nation  is  grovelling.  In 
Europe  it  is  Russia  who  sums  up  the  aggregate  of 
misery,  deepened  by  a  whirlpool  of  moral  depravity. 
The  Czar  is  the  greatest  slave-owner  on  earth." 

Isaiah's  daily  meetings  with  Nikita,  together 
with  the  personal  interest  the  Metropolitan  was 
known  to  take  in  the  progress  of  the  talented  con- 
vert, made  his  position  at  once  distinguished  in  a 
country  where,  as  in  the  Orient,  distinction  may  be 
conferred  by  the  whim  of  arbitrary  authority.  But 
Isaiah  fully  justified  the  expectations  formed  of  his 
endowments.  This  became  manifest  the  moment 
his  promotion  to  a  higher  class  enabled  him  to  un- 
fold that  knowledge  of  Hebrew  the  mastery  of 
which  his  teachers  unanimously  conceded.  Fur- 
thermore, no  sooner  had  he  possessed  himself  of  the 
elements  of  the  classics  than  his  speedy  advance- 
ment from  grade  to  grade  became  a  matter  of 
necessity.  His  memory  was  as  much  of  a  wonder 
as  his  erudition.  Whatever  came  in  his  way  in  the 
form  of  classic  literature  he  devoured,  digested, 
and  was  ready  to  reproduce  at  a  moment's  notice. 
Soon  the  rising  clergy  of  the  institution  pointed 
him  out  to  visitors  as  the  wonder  of  the  school, 
and  everyone  was  anxious  to  cultivate  the  prose- 
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lyte's  friendship.  Isaiah  needed  friends,  for  Nikita 
had  passed  his  examination  and  was  preparing  to 
depart  for  the  post  assigned  him. 

An  untoward  occurrence  of  great  consequence 
contributed  to  mar  the  close  of  Nikita's  sojourn  at 
Kieff.  What  looked  at  first  a  trifling  incident  cul- 
minated in  the  blasting  of  two  most  promising 
careers,  and  in  a  tragedy.  Zalinka  Salkanow, 
Nikita's  betrothed,  for  some  reason  had  become  an 
object  of  suspicion  to  the  police.  Her  arrest  im- 
plicated her  lover,  and  both  were  charged  with 
complicity  in  a  wide-spread  conspiracy,  the  nature 
of  which  the  authorities  would  not  divulge,  lest 
other  conspirators  should  make  their  escape.  Rus- 
sian justice  does  not  recognize  its  obligation  to 
inform  a  prisoner  why  he  or  she  is  detained  for 
years  within  a  cell,  or  is  exiled  to  Siberia.  It  is 
enough  that  the  police  has  a  reason,  whatever  it  be. 

There  was  great  commotion  among  the  students 
of  other  institutions.  Numerous  arrests  were 
made.  Night  searches  were  the  order  of  the  hour. 
Isaiah's  lodging  was  searched,  and  he  was  cross- 
examined  by  a  magistrate  as  to  his  relation  with 
Nikita  Krilewitch.  What  he  had  to  say  in  answer 
convinced  the  police  of  his  innocence,  but  the  youth 
realized  that  his  friend  must  be  seriously  involved, 
and  he  was  confirmed  in  this  apprehension  when 
months  passed  by  without  a  token  of  life  from 
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Nikita.  What  had  become  of  him?  What  of 
Zalinka?  Through  Madame  Salkanow,  after  a  long 
suspense,  Isaiah  learned  of  the  fate  of  his  friend,  and 
of  Zahnka.  Nikita's  guilt  was  wilful  murder,  and 
its  penalty  death  by  hanging.  The  mercy  of  the 
Czar  had  been  moved  to  commute  the  sentence  into 
one  of  life-long  exile.  A  like  verdict  awaited 
Zalinka,  and  her  distracted  mother  was  moving 
heaven  and  earth  to  secure  the  privilege  of  sharing 
her  child's  banishment. 

A  heavy  gloom  descended  upon  Isaiah.  Nikita's 
action  was  unaccountable.  Madame  Salkanow, 
who  could  best  enlighten  him,  had  left  for  St. 
Petersburg. 

Neither  was  Nikita's  misfortune  Isaiah's  only 
grief.  Since  his  departure  from  home  he  had  not 
received  a  line  from  his  own  family,  they  had  been 
silent  as  the  dead.  He  had  not  told  them  the 
worst,  but  enough  to  give  them  cause  for  drawing 
dark  inferences,  and  his  conclusion  was  that,  his 
apostasy  having  become  known,  they  had  forsaken 
him  utterly.  Thus  wounded  in  his  heart,  the  youth 
refrained  from  writing,  feeling  himself  friendless 
and  despised  by  those  whom  he  so  intensely  loved. 
What  could  he  do  but  bury  his  woe  in  a  soul  that 
longed  for  what  an  inexorable  fate  denied  him?  In 
the  Hfe  beyond  he  would  stand  justified;  but  as  it 
was  beyond  his  power  even  to  convince  his  father 
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of  his  melancholy  fate,  how  could  he  hope  to  con- 
vince strangers?  Ah!  could  it  be  that  Athalia,  too, 
had  given  him  up?  The  only  comfort  left  was  that 
the  spirit  of  his  sainted  mother  hovered  over  her 
child  in  distress,  knowing,  as  she  did,  the  anguish 
of  his  heart. 

Moreover,  his  speedy  progress  in  the  various 
branches  mapped  out  for  him  entailed  work,  work 
the  pride,  blessing  and  diversion  of  struggling  man. 
That  misery  in  solitary  confinement  with  nothing 
to  do  is  an  incentive  to  insanity,  has  been  amply 
proved  by  the  scores  of  hopeless  maniacs  who  lose 
their  reason  in  the  Czar's  "Detention-Houses." 
Compared  with  this  torture  of  dementating  inac- 
tivity, Isaiah's  condition  was  a  blessed  one. 

A  brief  reference  to  the  singular  career  of  the 
man  whom  we  are  to  leave  here  as  a  student,  to 
meet  him  again  as  a  high  church  dignitary,  the 
Archierey  of  Samara,  is  necessary  for  the  under- 
standing of  his  nature  and  his  work.  Having  passed 
out  of  the  school  with  honor,  the  Metropolitan 
recommended  him  to  the  favorable  consideration  of 
the  Holy  Synod  of  which  he  was  himself  a  member. 
Isaieff  began  his  official  activity  with  the  responsi- 
bilities of  archimandrite  in  the  Gubernium  of 
Riazan,  and  was,  within  a  couple  of  years,  elevated 
to  the  position  he  held  in  Samara.  Here,  in  the 
midst  of  image-worship  he  strove  to  plant  the 


2IO  The  Archierey  of  Samara 

standard  of  the  prophetic  ideal — One  God  and  one 
human  brotherhood.  The  people  who  flocked  to 
hear  him  lost  no  opportunity  of  showing  their  ven- 
eration, but  the  Archierey  stood  undeceived  as  to 
the  hollowness  of  what  on  its  surface  was  a  grand 
success.  He  was  the  one  priest  in  Russia  who 
undertook  to  expound  the  lofty  ideas  and  ideals 
contained  in  both  Testaments.  Under  the  roof  of 
the  Synagogue  he  would  never  have  dreamed  of 
going  beyond  the  inexhaustible  treasure-house  of 
Israel's  literature.  Biblical  and  traditional.  But 
his  exceptional  position  forced  him  to  soothe  his 
conscience  by  remembering  that  renowned  lights 
in  the  annals  of  his  people  had  not  disdained  to  cull 
flowers  of  wisdom  in  the  unweeded  vineyards  of 
heathenism.  Why  then  should  Jesus  be  less  re- 
vered than  Socrates?  Jesus  was  a  Hebrew,  bowed 
in  obedience  before  the  only  God,  and  his  teachings 
testify  to  the  immutability  of  Sinai's  Revelation. 
The  origin  of  Muscovite  Christianity  is  another 
question,  and  dates  back  to  the  importation  into 
Russia  of  a  skeleton  from  decayed  Byzantium  in 
the  beginning  of  the  tenth  centuiy.  With  a  begin- 
ning like  this,  what  can  be  expected? 

In  the  light  of  these  facts,  Isaiah  concluded  that 
it  were  preposterous  to  associate  Jesus  with  every 
form  of  paganized  Christianity.  The  meek  Naza- 
rene  was  anything  but  the  original  copied  by  the 


To  the  Cathedral  211 

Holy  Synod.  The  very  breath  of  Jesus  was  peace, 
love,  humility,  and  righteousness,  virtues  of  which 
the  pillars  of  Russian  orthodoxy  have  but  a  faint 
notion.  As  to  Christianity  as  Isaiah  saw  it — if 
divested  of  all  afterthought,  and  freed  from  a  strong 
admixture  of  heathenish  uses,  would  it  not  be 
prophetism  with  a  misconceived  idea  of  a  mystic 
Messiah?  Wherein,  that  misconception  excepted, 
did  the  primitive  Christian  disagree  with  the  loyal 
son  of  Judah?  Ah,  if  he  could  wield  the  lightning 
of  the  fire-tongued  prophet  of  ancient  Judea,  how 
he  would  unmask  and  scourge  hypocrisy!  Alas, 
that  truth  must  beg  permission  of  falsehood  to  show 
a  bare  face  to  deceived  humanity!  But  this  is  one 
of  the  unsolved  problems  here  below.  Nor  is  this 
the  greatest  problem.  The  wisdom  of  the  ages,  in- 
cluding revelation,  leaves  the  mind  unenlightened 
as  to  the  origin  and  design  of  those  phenomena  in 
creation  open  to  human  observation.  The  heart 
throbs  with  life;  the  brain  evolves  thought;  the 
blood  circulates;  the  seasons  come  and  go;  time 
flies;  generations  rise,  struggle  and  vanish;  king- 
doms pass  away  like  phantoms;  the  elements  never 
rest;  the  centrifugal  and  centripetal  forces  assert 
their  sway,  and,  obeying  the  law  of  gravitation,  sun, 
moon  and  stars  continue  their  eternal  march 
through  infinite  space — wherefore  and  whither, 
who  is  prepared  to  answer?     What  has  science, 
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what  has  philosophy  explained?  Kabbalah  is  faith, 
religion  faith, — love,  friendship,  what  are  they  but 
faith?  The  young  Archierey  was  engaged  in  the 
old  philosopher's  unprofitable  business  of  sounding 
the  abysses  of  time  and  space,  the  mystery  of  being. 
Ah,  if  he  could  only  unbosom  himself  to  his  father! 
Like  nature,  human  annals  teem  with  miracle 
and  mystery  of  which  the  Caesars  and  their  achieve- 
ments are  assuredly  not  the  greatest.  Babylon, 
Rome,  Zion,  Tyre,  Athens,  London,  Berlin,  Paris, 
Csesarism  and  Czardom  and  all  they  imply,  are 
mere  bubbles  floating  on  the  ocean  of  time.  The 
summary  of  providential  interference  in  the  affairs 
of  the  race  is  not  to  be  looked  for  in  the  records 
of  world-shaking  conquerors;  the  spiritual  progress 
of  man  is  traceable  to  influences  not  discernible  in 
the  cyclonic  careers  of  the  Alexanders,  Peters  and 
Napoleons.  Heathen  genius  and  those  earthquake 
voices  called  revolutions  must  be  seen  in  the  light 
of  auxiliaries  in  the  great  drama  of  universal  his- 
tory. Things  lighter  than  air  have  opened  brighter 
vistas  for  mankind  than  all  the  vaunted  feats  of 
royalty  or  knighthood.  The  march  of  empire  that 
upsets  kingdoms  and  changes  the  maps  of  con- 
tinents is  as  naught,  compared  with  the  soul's 
genesis  which,  beginning  with  the  first  Hebrew, 
after  centuries  of  spiritual  evolution,  reached  the 
height    of   world-embracing   prophecy    of   which 
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Islam  and  Christianity  are  not  the  last  offspring. 
A  purer,  holier  state  of  things  is  reserved  for  ages 
yet  unborn. 

The  Archierey's  homiletic  exhortations  were  per- 
meated by  these  sentiments.  He  felt  a  great  pity 
for  the  sweet  personality  in  whose  name  so  many 
crimes  are  perpetrated,  so  many  hideous  tilings  are 
said  and  done,  in  sheer  defiance  of  every  precept 
recorded  as  his  will  and  conviction.  Thus  in  his 
sermons  to  the  large  gatherings  under  the  roof  of 
his  Cathedral,  Isaieff  challenged  them,  time  and 
again,  to  substantiate  their  claim  as  the  faithful 
worshippers  of  the  Christ  who  redeemed  them  with 
his  blood. 

"How  do  you  sustain  your  professed  devotion  to 
your  Redeemer?"  cried  he  once  in  an  outburst  of 
burning  eloquence.  "Which  of  his  divine  com- 
mands have  you  not  broken?  His  great  love  you 
translate  into  hatred;  his  meekness  into  impudence, 
his  gentleness  into  ferocity,  his  devotion  into  im- 
piety, his  forgiveness  into  vengeance,  his  compas- 
sion into  cruelty,  his  self-abnegation  into  selfish- 
ness, his  faith  into  superstition,  his  holiness  into 
profanity,  his  God-worship  into  blasphemy,  his 
purest  virtues  into  vices.  You  are  not  inspired  by 
reverence  for  the  Lord;  you  kneel  because  you  are 
afraid  of  hell  and  the  devil.  They  who  deliver  their 
wives  and  daughters  to  shame;  who  rival  the  brute 
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in  beastly  indulgence;  who  smite  with  the  wicked 
hand;  they  who  steal,  cheat,  lie,  rob  and  defame 
their  neighbors, — they  votaries  of  the  Christ,  who 
prayed  for  his  enemies,  yea,  for  those  who  crucified 
him? 

"You  have  been  told  that  the  Jews  crucified  the 
Redeemer.  It  is  untrue.  The  Romans  affixed  him 
to  the  cross;  but  whoever  did  it  was  not  a  Christian, 
and  did  it  but  once;  you  are  crucifying  him  all  your 
life-time,  misrepresenting,  perverting  his  lessons, 
distorting  his  character,  degrading  his  nature,  re- 
tarding his  kingdom, — he  who  hated  falsehood, 
dreamed  of  love,  lived  for  truth,  and  died  for  the  re- 
demption of  man!" 

And  continuing  in  a  softer  strain,  he  branded 
unheavenly  passion  as  the  root  of  depravity,  draw- 
ing a  line  between  it  and  the  passionate  enthusiasm 
for  the  ideal  in  art,  the  glorious  in  nature,  the 
tender  in  love,  the  beautiful  in  virtue,  the  reverent 
in  faith;  the  difference  between  the  two  being  the 
distance  which  separates  lust  from  love.  With 
fervor  he  compared  divine  compassion,  who  "de- 
scends from  the  loftiest  seat  whence  hope  and 
truth,  and  light  flow  incessantly,  to  touch  with  fire 
the  soul  that  is  homesick  for  her  Maker.  Com- 
passion— the  veritable  Christ  of  the  perishable 
race — is  moved  by  man's  trials  and  tribulations, 
and  she  extends  her  sympathies  to  dumb  creatures. 
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She  mercifully  covers  the  mortars  aberrations, 
pointing  to  his  ills  and  woes.  O,  there  is  untold 
suffering  under  the  moon!  The  mystery  of  sorrow, 
that  problem  of  the  ages  which  faces  us  in  the 
epic  tales  of  the  noblest  races,  the  purest  lives,  how 
solve  it  compatibly  with  just  Retribution?  Yes, 
it  is  the  longing  of  Compassion  to  bridge  over  the 
chasm  which  divides  the  family  of  man.  *  That  mild 
power  has  her  own  version  of  the  human  tale. 
Beginning  in  darkness,  and  ending  in  night,  beset 
with  dangers  and  temptations,  weak  in  body  and 
fickle  in  mind,  deceived  by  fancies  and  misled  by 
error,  subject  to  all  the  known  and  unknown  visita- 
tions flesh  is  heir  to,  suspended  betwixt  two  in- 
finities of  time  and  space,  the  erring  child  of  dust 
deserves  the  pity  angels  may  accord.  Ah,  the  fever 
of  life,  the  blight  of  sickness,  the  infirmity  of  age, 
the  disappointment  of  youth,  the  dread  of  death 
and  the  impenetrable  beyond,  are  not  these  enough 
to  atone  for  a  multitude  of  sins?  Behold  him  weep 
behind  the  coffin  of  his  dearest,  rave  at  the  sight 
of  her  sinking  into  the  grave,  then  count  his  days 
and  wear  out  his  numbered  hours  in  supplying  a 
progeny  who  are  destined  to  act  the  same  part 
in  the  same  tragedy.  Shall  he  not  be  pitied  who, 
instead  of  mitigating  earthly  woe,  heaps  sorrow 
on  his  poor  fellow-creatures,  and  this  in  His  name 
who  teaches  you  to  'love  your  enemies;  bless  them 
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who  curse  you;  do  good  to  them  who  hate  you, 
and  pray  for  them  who  despitefully  use  you  and 
persecute  you?'  " 

Such  were  the  endeavors  of  the  Archierey  to 
reconcile  the  irreconcilable.  It  was  a  stupendous 
conflict,  with  no  inward  peace  as  result.  Because 
Judaism  was  to  him  a  cherished  heritage,  he  could 
not  see  why  he  should  despise  the  golden  grains 
found  in  other  systems,  especially  the  one  sprung 
from  the  prophetic  enthusiasm  of  his  own  race. 
That  he  loved  Israel  appeared  to  be  no  reason  why 
he  should  deny  sympathy  and  enlightenment  to 
suffering  humanity.  His  life,  thought  and  prayer 
were  Jewish;  before  the  world  he  stood  conscious  of 
a  great  mission  ordained  by  Providence.  His  was 
the  creed  of  love  and  righteousness.  Had  it  been 
in  his  power  to  shatter  the  idols  of  the  Czar,  like 
Judas  Maccabeus,  he  would  have  set  his  breast 
against  the  steel  of  the  foe.  Had  it  been  in  his 
power  to  escape  and  end  his  days  in  an  atmosphere 
more  congenial  than  that  of  the  Cathedral,  nothing 
in  the  world  would  have  prevented  him  from  fleeing 
a  life  endurable  only  because  it  was  unavoidable. 
Ah,  if  he  had  only  one  of  his  own  with  him  to  re- 
lieve his  mental  anguish  by  a  word  of  tenderness! 
But  he  lived  a  stranger  among  strangers,  happy  if 
not  betrayed.     His  AthaHa  rejected  him,  having 
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divorced  the  apostate  from  her  heart.  Not  a  word 
from  her,  not  a  word. 

That  he  had  to  be  on  his  guard,  that  any  informer 
could  effect  his  ruin,  that  the  demon  of  suspicion 
was  constantly  at  his  heels,  is  unnecessary  to  say. 
The  haunted  villa  was  a  device  planned  to  insure 
safe  seclusion  for  Hebrew  worship,  a  secret  which 
could  not  forever  be  kept,  as  Bazil's  adventure 
amply  demonstrated.  Herr  Schwartz  had  acted  as 
the  agent  of  the  Archierey  in  buying  that  country 
seat,  so  that  IsaieflF  was  the  actual  owner  of  the 
property.  Other  Jewish  converts  were  induced  to 
join  in  the  secret  worship,  the  Archierey  holding 
himself  responsible  for  the  illicit  communion. 

There  certainly  was  something  of  the  agonized 
Job  in  the  struggle  of  Isaiefif  to  harmonize  things 
which,  in  their  nature,  were  beyond  the  possibility 
of  conciliation.  To  be  a  loyal  Israelite  and  an  ideal 
Christian  all  in  one,  this  under  an  Argus-eyed  police 
and  within  the  walls  of  the  Greek  Catholic  Church, 
was  so  extraordinary  an  attempt  that  long  years 
of  self-denying  work  failed  to  convince  him  that 
his  life  was  not  divided  between  duplicity  on  the 
one  hand,  and  desertion  on  the  other.  Sometimes 
the  most  despised  individual  appeared  to  him  more 
worthy  of  respect  than  he,  a  spiritual  hybrid,  as  it 
were,  a  monotheistic  trinitarian,  if  such  a  thing 
could  be  thought  of. 
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If  we  add  to  this  the  man's  great  sorrow  in  seeing 
himself  forever  separated  from  the  woman  of  his 
heart,  the  joy  caused  him  by  Nehemia's  unexpected 
arrival  in  Samara  will  be  easily  realized.  But  for 
reasons  unexplained  Nehemia  was  slow  in  impart- 
ing information,  having  a  comprehensive  plan  to 
unfold  as  soon  as  he  could  see  his  way  clear.  It  was 
a  scheme  too  hazardous  to  be  proceeded  with  hur- 
riedly. Nehemia  asked  for  a  little  time;  but  the 
Governor's  action  in  consequence  of  the  episode 
of  the  haunted  villa  rendered  delay  perilous.  There- 
fore the  resolve  of  the  Archierey  to  hasten  matters 
to  a  close,  whatever  the  outcome  might  be.  Every 
moment  was  pregnant  with  dark  well-founded  fear. 
The  police  had  to  be  circumvented  at  all  hazards, 
and  the  bishop,  trusting  his  prophetic  heart,  was 
prepared  to  encounter  danger,  however  threaten- 
ing, if  there  were  a  prospect  of  deliverance.  How 
this  would  come  remained  to  be  seen. 


ELEVENTH  CHAPTER. 

The  Vexations  of  Office. 

The  tale  of  Isaieff*s  griefs  and  grievances  would 
be  incomplete  without  a  further  reference  to  some 
of  the  causes  that  served  to  widen  the  chasm  be- 
tween him  and  the  semi-military  head  of  the  prov- 
ince. Apart  from  Golovkin's  unadmirable  indi- 
viduality, he  cherished  a  chronic  dislike  to  all  the 
representatives  of  the  national  church,  in  whom  he 
beheld  everything  that  is  coarse,  vulgar,  ignorant 
and  slavish,  and  would  not  draw  a  line  between  the 
lower  clergy  and  their  worthier  superiors.  Golov- 
kin  was  one  of  the  tchinn,  an  official  class  drawn 
by  Peter  the  Great  from  the  ranks  of  the  people 
in  disregard  of  the  old  boyars  whom  the  Czar  had 
found  intractable  and  whom  he  punished  by  thus 
curtailing  their  exclusive 'privileges  in  the  bureau- 
cratic administration  of  the  empire.  The  governor 
of  Samara  was  a  military  man  of  some  education 
and  administrative  ability,  and  his  contempt  for  the 
lower  clergy  was  generally  shared  by  everyone  of 
his  rank,  and  is  even  more  general  at  this  hour. 
He  had  often  seen  some  of  those  Httle  holy  fathers 
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in  conditions  and  surroundings  scarcely  befitting 
religious  teachers.  The  complexion  of  the  Czar's 
people  embraces  over  forty  nationalities  and  as 
many  different  creeds.  What  would  be  a  paradise 
for  the  zealous  missionary  of  the  Catholic  or  Prot- 
estant churches  was  flagrantly  misused  by  the  Rus- 
sian clergy,  the  emperor's  anxiety  to  spread  the 
national  creed  notwithstanding.  True  the  long- 
bearded,  unintellectual  batiouchki  durst  not  disobey 
the  Czar's  order  to  go  and  convert  the  heathen; 
but  they  carried  it  out  in  a  manner  to  dismay  their 
superiors;  for  instead  of  arming  themselves  with 
faith  and  knowledge  of  the  Gospels,  they  would 
enter  a  settlement  of  Kamtchatkans  or  Laplanders 
with  carts  loaded  with  tobacco  and  vodka,  offering 
to  every  savage  a  quantity  of  each  in  return  for 
his  submitting  to  the  rite  of  baptism.  Numbers  of 
those  savages  were  then  immersed  in  the  next  lake 
or  stream,  after  which  ceremony  each  one  was 
made  to  kiss  a  large  cross  and  received  a  little  one 
with  the  injunction  to  wear  it  on  his  breast.  Even 
if  the  converted  Samoyede  or  Esquimaux  might  be 
hanged  before  he  could  tell  you  what  his  conver- 
sion implied,  he  showed  a  high  appreciation  of  the 
tobacco  and  the  vodka,  so  that  the  departure  of  the 
missionary  for  another  settlement  was  the  signal  for 
drinking,  brawling  and  indulgence  of  beastly 
license.     In  a  few  days  the  converts  were  sober 
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enough  to  look  out  for  another  missionary  in  the 
hope  of  being  once  more  converted.  This  gentle 
method  of  making  proselytes,  however,  has  often 
been  set  aside  for  the  Cossack's  knout;  the  converts 
being  ordered  to  throw  themselves  into  the  water 
before  kissing  the  cross,  and  being  thrust  headlong 
into  the  flood  if  they  hesitated.  These  are  Russian 
methods,  at  which  nobody  in  Muscovy  is  surprised; 
but  Golovkin  had  his  own  ideas  about  them,  and 
he  measured  the  Archierey  by  the  standard  of  those 
ideas. 

Official  duty  required  the  Governor  to  welcome 
ceremoniously  the  provincial  head  of  the  church; 
but  as  this  was  the  first  so  was  it  the  last  friendly 
act  shown  by  the  Governor  to  the  Archierey. 
Hereafter  Golovkin  lost  no  chance  of  slighting  the 
prelate,  and  he  did  so  at  the  greatest  hour  of  the 
Russian  calendar.  This  happened  on  the  first 
Easter  after  IsaieflF's  arrival  at  Samara.  The  night 
preceding  Easter  Sunday  is  the  most  solemn  and 
ceremonious  in  the  Greek  Catholic  Church.  In  the 
early  eve  a  procession  of  priests  circle  within  the 
sacred  precincts  around  the  body  of  the  church  with 
flaming  torches  in  search  of  the  crucified,  while  the 
house  of  worship  is  thronged  with  the  faithful  of 
every  rank  and  age,  the  males  on  one  side  of  the 
auditorium,  the  females  on  the  other,  waiting  for 
the  clock  to  strike  the  mid-night  hour.     There  is 
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no  instrumental  music  to  relieve  the  monotony  of 
the  chanting  deacons  and  subdeacons,  who,  ex- 
cepting in  rare  cases,  have  not  the  least  conception 
of  a  musical  note,  and  their  throats  are  rough  and 
rattling  from  incessant  use  of  brandy.  They  roar 
and  bray  like  wild  animals  with  grimaces  so  ludi- 
crous that  it  requires  Socratic  gravity  to  restrain 
laughter.  At  the  stroke  of  twelve  the  voice 
of  the  officiating  functionary  exclaims:  *'Christos 
voscresT  (Christ  is  risen).  A  choral  hallelujah 
rings  throughout  the  air  and  the  people  present  fall 
to  kissing  each  other  three  times  on  the  mouth,  the 
triple  osculation  signifying  the  Trinity.  It  is  a  mil- 
lennial moment  when  even  the  Czar  exchanges 
kisses  with  the  humblest  of  his  subjects  who  hap- 
pens to  be  near  him,  crying  ^'Christos  voscres/'  and 
receiving  in  reply,  "Voistinoi  voscres/'  (He  is  indeed 
risen).  For  several  days  everyone  greets  friend  or 
acquaintance,  on  meeting,  with  this  salutation, 
without  distinction  of  sex,  a  proceeding  in  which 
the  imperial  family  join  heartily,  the  Czar  review- 
ing his  bodyguard  and  kissing  some  soldiers  of 
each  regiment  in  token  of  the  universal  joy  that 
Christ  has  risen.  As  the  Easter  is  preceded  by  a 
long,  trying  fast,  so  is  it  followed  by  Bacchanalian 
revels,  every  good  Russian  contributing  his  share 
to  turn  the  religious  festivities  into  orgies  of  carnal 
enjoyment. 
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To  Golovkin's  ear  Christos  voscres  had  no  more 
significance  than  it  had  to  the  Archierey;  but  eti- 
quette required  both,  present  at  the  great  celebra- 
tion, to  approach  each  other  with  the  hallowed 
greeting  and  exchange  the  kiss  of  peace  and  good- 
will. The  people  had  their  eyes  on  Governor  and 
Archierey  who  faced  each  other  hesitatingly,  the 
priest  stretching  forth  his  hand  with  the  greeting 
of  the  season;  but  the  Governor's  response  was 
frigid  and  offensive;  and  the  slight  offered  the 
Archierey  started  the  gossip  of  the  city.  Like  all 
the  odious  instruments  of  a  ruthless  bureaucracy, 
Golovkin  was  feared  and  hated  by  all  who  knew  his 
overbearing  temper,  so  that  his  insulting  demeanor 
insured  the  people's  sympathy  for  the  Archierey; 
but  Isaieff  treated  the  petty  despot  with  indiffer- 
ence, was  far  from  anxious  to  receive  the  Govern- 
or's kiss,  and  abstained  from  referring  to  the  inci- 
dent by  a  word.  There  was  no  danger  of  anyone 
else  alluding  to  it  in  public,  speaking  freely  of  men 
in  authority  being  forbidden  in  Russia.  It  is  a  land 
where  free  thought  is  smothered  and  free  speech 
crushed  by  the  knout  or  buried  in  Siberia. 

Isaieff  was  not  in  a  situation  to  meditate  ven- 
geance, but  it  was  sooner  at  his  beck  than  he  ever 
hoped  for  or  desired.  It  happened  that  a  young 
man  of  German  parentage  fell  in  love  with  a  lovely 
girl  belonging  to  a  Russian  family  of  good  stand- 
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ing.  As  the  Czar's  law  would  never  permit  a  child 
of  the  official  church  to  embrace  the  creed  of  her 
Protestant  lover,  the  youth  consented  to  enter  the 
church  and  undergo  the  ceremonial  associated 
therewith.  In  compHance  with  custom  the  be- 
trothed exchanged  rings  blessed  by  the  Archierey 
and  were  thereafter  seen  together  at  places  of 
public  amusement,  the  girl's  beauty  attracting  gen- 
eral notice.  The  couple  were  to  be  united  at  the 
cathedral;  but  a  few  days  previous  to  the  nuptials 
one  of  the  deacons  informed  the  Archierey  that  he 
had  received  a  bribe  to  put  a  certain  drug  into  the 
wine  to  be  used  during  the  wedding  ceremony. 
Fear  of  poisoning  the  bridal  pair  prompted  the 
deacon  to  betray  the  villainous  scheme,  which  the 
Archierey  easily  traced  to  his  enemy  at  the  head  of 
government  in  Samara.  Isaiefif  bound  the  deacon 
to  silence,  destroyed  the  drug,  and  instructed  him 
to  act  as  though  he  were  carrying  out  his  part  of 
the  plot.  Meanwhile  anonymous  information 
warned  the  young  German  of  the  danger,  offering 
some  suggestions,  and  everything  proceeded  as  if 
nothing  unusual  was  being  hatched. 

Russia  is  not  a  country  where  woman's  virtue  is 
protected  by  law,  or  upheld  by  strength  derived 
from  a  rooted  sense  of  honor;  woman  is  a  com- 
modity to  be  secured  at  a  certain  price,  be  enjoyed 
and  thrown  away,  or  put  up  at  auction  to  the 


*    The  Vexations  of  Office  225 

highest  bidder.  How  can  a  nation  dehumanized 
to  the  level  of  the  brute  entertain  high  sentiments 
for  the  dignity  of  womanhood?  Incredible  as  this 
may  seem  it  is  nevertheless  true  that  hundreds  of 
Russian  wives  are  either  sources  of  revenue  or 
causes  of  official  promotion  to  their  husbands.  This 
traffic  in  shame  fails  to  shock  a  people  wjiose  every 
feeling  of  higher  morality  and  manhood  has  been 
crushed  out  of  them  by  a  hydra-headed  tyranny 
which  literally  dissects  or  buries  alive  the  objects  of 
its  displeasure,  gloating  like  a  carnivorous  brute 
over  the  mortal  wounds  its  murderous  hand  inflicts. 
Even  since  his  emancipation  by  the  humane  Alex- 
ander the  Russian  mujik  eats,  drinks,  talks,  lives 
and  acts  like  a  filthy  animal.  His  hovel  swarms 
with  vermin  and  reeks  with  the  stench  of  the  pes- 
tiferous hole  in  which  a  whole  family,  males  and 
females,  are  promiscuously  huddled  together, 
sleeping  on  the  same  sacks  of  straw  spread  on  a  bed 
of  wretched  boards,  drinking  from  the  same  un- 
clean cup,  and  feeding  like  swine  from  the  same 
wooden  vessel  with  spoons  of  wood  or  with  their 
unclean  fingers.  The  farmer  of  other  lands  is  an 
Olympian  god  compared  to  the  cringing,  felonious, 
whining,  unwashed,  unkempt  biped  whose  appear- 
ance and  movements  suggest  a  shaggy  bear  cov- 
ered with  rags  and  walking  on  his  hind  legs. 
One  need  not  be  surprised  to  see  this  brutified 
15 
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creature  deliver  his  wife  or  daughter  to  shame 
and  thank  the  boyar  for  the  honor  thus  conferred 
on  his  family.  In  the  forty-five  volumes  of  the 
Czar's  code  there  are  some  laws  enacted  for  the 
protection  of  woman's  honor;  but  in  Russia  laws 
have  not  the  force  they  have  elsewhere.  The  police 
may  be  appealed  to,  or  the  court,  but  that  would 
only  mean  hanging  the  devil  around  one's  neck. 
They  would  twist  the  matter  to  suit  their  felonious 
purpose,  especially  if  the  outraged  woman  has 
means;  she  would  find  herself  in  prison  for  years — 
pending  the  magisterial  investigation.  It  is  this 
dread  of  long  imprisonment  and  reduction  to  pov- 
erty that  causes  people  in  the  Czar's  domains  to 
flee  the  sight  of  any  crime,  that  could  often  be 
averted  by  the  presence  of  a  third  person,  lest 
they  should  be  locked  up  for  years  before  they  are 
called  upon  to  bear  witness  to  what  they  had  seen. 
The  cry  of  "murder"  for  instance,  instead  of  bring- 
ing help,  works  on  the  hearer's  nerves  like  the 
growl  of  a  tiger  and  people  fly  in  terror  and  ab- 
solutely deny  that  they  have  seen  or  heard  any- 
thing. 

It  was  Golovkin's  misfortune,  however,  that  he 
had  to  deal  with  one  of  good  Teutonic  stock,  who, 
like  a  shrewd  general,  outmaneuvered  his  foe.  At 
the  appointed  hour  of  the  wedding  day  the  bridal 
couple  found  themselves  surrounded  by  their  best  . 
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friends  before  the  table  covered  with  rich  brocade 
whereon  stood  the  pyx,  and  next  to  it  two  silver 
crowns  fashioned  like  a  Byzantine  cupola  and  or- 
namented with  the  images  of  saints.  This  was  the 
altar  standing  before  the  high-altar  in  the  cathe- 
dral. In  his  canonicals  Isaieff  asked  the  couple 
some  questions,  after  which  they  were  made  to 
hold  wax  candles  while  he  offered  up  a  prayer. 
He  then  uttered  a  blessing  over  a  goblet  of  wine, 
partaking  himself  of  the  liquor  and  causing  theni 
to  partake  thereof.  Next  the  crowns  were  put  on 
their  heads,  after  which  he  caused  them  to  circle 
around  the  table,  dismissing  them  and  their  friends 
with  a  blessing.  Arrived  at  their  home  the  youthful 
pair  entered  the  largest  room  of  their  house  and 
closed  the  door  behind  them,  leaving  their  friends 
and  relatives  to  wait  for  admission.  At  the  sound 
of  a  violin  couple  after  couple  was  ceremoniously 
admitted  and  received  a  glass  of  wine  from  the 
hands  of  the  new  husband  and  wife  whom  etiquette 
required  to  taste  of  the  beverage  before  handing 
it  to  each  one  of  the  guests.  When  all  the  guests 
were  in  the  room  the  dancing  began  and  did  not 
cease  until  after  midnight  when  the  wedding  ban- 
quet was  spread.  This  over,  the  bride  retired  to 
her  nuptial  chamber  escorted  by  some  of  her  most 
intimate  friends.  The  difference  between  a  wed- 
ding in  a  palace  and  that  in  a  cabin  is  the  substitut- 
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ing  of  crowns  of  green  for  those  of  precious  metal, 
mead  for  champagne,  and  plaintive  chanting  for 
orchestral  music;  otherwise  everything  is  the  same. 
While  the  guests  were  engaged  in  carousing  and 
dancing  the  bridegroom  was  allowed  to  slip  out  of 
the  room  and  out  of  the  house,  not  alone,  but  in 
company  with  another  youth  dressed  like  him- 
self; a  carriage  was  in  waiting  which  they  entered 
and  were  soon  lost  in  the  dark.  They  had  not 
been  gone  five  minutes  when  a  number  of  men 
made  their  appearance  before  the  entrance  of  the 
festive  house,  knocked  at  the  door  and  produced 
a  document  authorizing  them  to  search  the  house. 
They  were  of  the  secret  service  and  were  now  re- 
enforced  by  more  of  their  kind  who  beleaguered 
the  house,  while  three  of  them  entered  it.  Though 
the  revellers  were  in  various  stages  of  intoxication, 
they  realized  at  once  the  danger  they  were  in  and 
were  therefore  glad  to  escape,  which,  contrary  to 
all  precedent,  they  were  allowed  to  do.  "Watch 
every  access  to  the  house,"  commanded  one  of 
the  men  and  disappeared  through  the  door  that 
led  to  the  nuptial  chamber.  This  was  Golovkin 
in  disguise,  but  his  villainous  plot  failed  miser- 
ably. There  was  a  drunken  woman  in  the  room 
the  beast  invaded,  but  not  a  drugged  bride.  Golov- 
kin bit  his  lips  in  rage.  He  knew  that  there  was 
going  to  be  laughter  at  his  expense.     As  to  the 
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point  of  honor,  that  was  the  last  thing  to  enter 
his  mind.  The  sorest  spot  in  his  consciousness  was 
the  suspicion  that  the  Archierey  had  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  frustrating  his  plot. 

Only  once  in  many  years  was  the  Governor 
forced  to  come  in  close  touch  with  the  Archierey 
and  to  smile  on  the  man  whom  he  so  heartily  de- 
tested. Golovkin  had  a  devout  sister  who  had 
given  birth  to  a  child  and  wished  her  brother  to 
stand  as  godfather  with  another  relative  of  the 
family,  as  godmother.  It  was  an  office  of  profound 
repugnance  to  the  agnostic  Russian,  but  he  had  to 
submit  and  the  child  was  taken  to  the  Archierey*s 
residence.  On  a  square  table  in  the  centre  of  a 
large  room  stood  a  silver  basin  filled  with  luke- 
warm water  consecrated  by  the  blessing  of  the 
priest,  and  here  the  sponsors  presented  the  baby  for 
baptism. 

"In  the  name  of  this  young  soul  you  are  here- 
with commanded  to  renounce  the  devil  and  his  evil 
work  by  spitting  past  this  basin  of  holy  water," 
spoke  Isaiefif;  and  Golovkin  never  spat  with  a 
heartier  disgust  than  he  did  at  Satan  and  his  evil 
works.  Then,  with  the  babe  on  his  left  arm  and 
a  waxen  taper  in  his  right,  Golovkin  was  directed 
to  lay  hold  of  the  godmother's  hand;  whereupon 
the  priest,  seizing  the  joined  hands  of  the  spon- 
sors, led  them  around  the  table  that  supported 
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the  basin,  the  deacons  rending  the  air  with  their 
voices  poured  forth  in  glorification  of  the  little 
Russian.  The  naked  child  was  then  immersed  in 
the  holy  water  of  the  basin,  was  named,  and  the 
ceremony  closed  with  copious  libations  of  cham- 
pagne. "I  wonder  what  the  devil  is  doing  while 
we  are  making  such  infernal  asses  of  ourselves," 
said  the  Governor  to  his  sister  on  delivering  to  her 
his  christened  little  nephew.  There  is  often  no 
more  genuine  religion  than  there  is  justice  or  lib- 
erty among  the  educated  Russians. 

The  tacit  understanding  between  Governor  and 
Archierey  to  shun  personal  contact,  as  much  as 
was  compatible  with  their  official  duties,  had  once 
more  to  be  disregarded  in  the  interest  of  an  act  of 
clemency  which  the  priest  besought  the  chief  of 
the  province  to  exercise.  It  was  one  of  those 
numerous  cases  where  an  officer  of  the  army 
gambled  away  all  he  had  in  his  trust,  succeeded  in 
borrowing  a  large  sum  from  a  civilian  and  brutally 
abused  his  debtor  for  insisting  on  being  reimbursed. 
The  exasperated  civilian  struck  back  with  such 
effect  as  left  the  military  man  with  some  teeth  less 
than  he  could  boast  of  before  the  inglorious  en- 
counter, was  arrested,  tried  and  condemned  to 
fifty  blows  with  the  knout.  A  blow  of  the  knout 
is  almost  equivalent  to  cutting  a  slice  of  living  flesh 
out  of  the  writhing  body.    If  one  survives  fifty  full 
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blows  of  that  instrument,  he  or  she — for  woman  is 
not  exempt  from  the  horror  of  the  knout — may  be 
fairly  assumed  to  be  of  extraordinary  endurance. 

If  Dante  had  ever  heard  of  the  knout  and  the  rod 
he  would  not  have  forgotten  to  classify  them 
among  his  most  horrid  instruments  of  devilish  tor- 
ture. Their  object  is  to  inspire  with  terror  a 
nation  that  centuries  of  abject  slavery  and  dense 
ignorance  has  reduced  to  an  enormous  horde  of 
various  castes,  each  one  grinding  down  the  one 
standing  under  it  and  cringing  before  the  one 
standing  above  in  the  artificial  scale  created  by  the 
ingenuity  of  successive  Czars.  Russia  is  an  un- 
wieldy mass  of  heterogenous  humanity  in  various 
stages  of  degradation,  at  least  forty  kinds  of  re- 
ligionists hating  each  other,  and  all  being  unan- 
imous in  abhorring  the  police,  the  army  and  the 
tchinn. 

This  prodigy  of  more  than  a  hundred  millions  of 
semi-barbarians  is  held  together  by  one  relentless 
iron  grip  that  makes  the  bloated  hydra  breathe 
heavily.  The  nobler  manly  qualities  of  the  wild 
Tartar  and  the  Scythian  are  dead  in  the  Russian 
who  is  imprisoned  by  a  wall  less  traversable  than 
that  of  China,  and  which  shuts  in  the  worst  vices 
not  the  many  virtues  of  the  celestial.  Look  for 
another  land  where  women  have  time  and  again 
been  publicly  stripped  and  flogged  by  the  order 
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of  highest  authority;  where  the  priesthood  is 
buried  in  lust,  ignorance  and  license;  where 
nothing  but  idolatry  is  sacred;  where  steal- 
ing is  a  national  characteristic,  lying  a  habit, 
and  a  human  life  valued  no  more  than  that 
of  a  rat.  When  it  is  stated  that  by  buying  the  ex- 
ecutioner the  first  blow  of  his  knout  is  as  sure  to 
"finish''  the  victim  as  the  fall  of  the  guillotine,  it 
will  be  easily  imagined  what  a  hundred  blows  of 
that  leather  thong  meant.  Yet  not  less  than  one 
hundred  blows  of  the  knout  were  publicly  inflicted 
on  Madame  Lapukin,  a  court  lady  famous  among 
Russia's  noble  beauties,  by  order  of  the  infamous 
Elizabeth,  because  of  jealousy  and  because  Madame 
Lapukin  had  remarked  a  forbidden  intimacy  be- 
tween the  Czarina  and  one  of  her  favorites.  The 
wretched  beauty  received  her  hundred  blows  on 
the  bared  body  in  the  open  square  and  was  made 
to  survive  the  terrible  ordeal  that  her  tongue  might 
be  torn  from  her  mouth,  and  she  exiled  to  Siberia. 
Elizabeth  Petrovna  was  a  daughter  of  Peter  the 
Great. 

Isaieff's  intercession  for  clemency  to  the  con- 
demned man  did  not  avail.  Golovkin  referred  the 
Archierey  to  the  authorities  whence  the  decree 
issued,  informing  him  at  the  same  time  that  mili- 
tary justice  was  incompatible  with  delay.  What  is 
to  become  of  the  army  if  a  civilian  who  knocks  out 
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the  teeth  of  an  officer  may  escape  condign  punish- 
ment? So  the  ceremony  of  knouting  the  culprit 
out  of  existence  was  proceded  with  in  the  usual 
fashion  within  sight  of  the  cathedral  and  the  win- 
dows of  the  Archierey's  home. 

The  Spanish  bull  fight  has  justly  been  branded 
as  an  institution  characteristic  of  Spain's  historic 
barbarity.  Indeed  hardly  anything  more  hideous 
and  ferocious  as  a  recreation  could  be  imagined 
than  the  amusement  of  the  bull-ring.  To  see  a 
chivalrous  nation  go  wild  with  delight  at  the  sight 
of  disemboweled  blindfolded  horses  torn  by  mad- 
dened bulls  who  are  lacerated  by  iron  hooks  in  the 
hands  of  the  bull-fighters  is  hardly  a  spectacle  to 
foreshadow  the  approach  of  the  millennium.  Yet 
it  is  not  human  blood  that  flows  in  the  bull-ring, 
nor  is  it  human  flesh  that  is  torn  to  shreds,  infamous 
though  the  diversion  be  and  worthy  of  a  people 
that  lighted  the  first  fires  of  the  Inquisition.  It  is 
different  in  the  empire  of  the  white  Czar.  Here  not 
animals  but  men  are  dismembered  by  the  rod  and 
the  knout;  they  are  not  quartered  but  hacked  into 
slits,  healed  up  and  hacked  again,  before  being 
buried  ahve  in  the  Siberian  mines.  The  scene  is  one 
fit  to  be  enacted  in  the  realms  of  Satan.  The 
drums  informs  a  city  of  trembling  slaves  that  one 
of  them  is  going  to  be  cut  to  pieces  by  the  knout 
or  the  rod.  They  feel  a  freezing  horror  run  through 
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their  blood;  are  pale,  silent,  silent  as  mummies, 
while  a  savage  instinct  impels  many  of  them  to  join 
the  military  escort  of  the  victim  who  is  seated  on  a 
small  platform  on  wheels,  his  hands  and  feet  bound 
with  cords  and  his  face  horror-stricken.  The  man 
has  barely  a  rag  to  cover  his  loins.  At  the  place  of 
execution — usually  an  open  square — stands  a  crude 
frame  of  unplaned  beams,  one  end  higher  than  the 
other,  and  just  large  enough  to  stretch  thereon  the 
victim's  body  face  downward  and  pin  it  there  with 
ropes  until  his  bones  crack,  no  space  being  left  for 
a  muscle  to  move.  The  verdict  is  read,  the  crime 
specified;  the  police  and  the  military  are  the  only 
witnesses  who  seem  to  breathe;  the  so-called  public 
stands  aghast,  mute  and  breathless,  as  though  it 
was  the  judgment  of  Doomsday.  You  would  not 
expect  ladies  of  rank  to  be  among  the  spectators, 
but  they  are  often  there,  the  daughters  and  mothers 
of  noble  Russia,  and  are  given  prominent  seats. 
The  hero  of  the  hour  is  the  man  who  wields  the 
knout,  a  savage  of  powerful  limbs,  glorying  in  his 
office.  His  black  trousers  are  half-hidden  in  heavy 
jackboots;  his  red  shirt  typifies  his  business;  his 
sleeves  are  tucked  up  and  securely  fastened  to  give 
his  arm  free  play,  and  he  waits  for  the  sign  to  make 
the  hardened  leather  thong  of  many  feet,  fastened 
to  a  handle  of  about  twenty  inches,  whistle  through 
the  air  and  descend  on  the  bare  body  with  terrific 
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effect.  Wherever  the  thong  strikes  it  at  first  leaves 
a  bdt  of  red-blue.  After  a  few  blows  the  body  as- 
sumes a  livid  color;  it  ceases  to  writhe;  the  blood 
spurts,  the  bones  crack,  the  flesh  is  torn  out  in 
stripes  and  seams,  and  some  of  the  "ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen" turn  away  their  faces. 

"Thy  father  and  mother  have  not  taught  thee, 
here  am  I  to  teach  thee,"  is  often  the  opening  ex- 
hortation of  the  loyal  executioner.  If  the  victim 
survive  the  ordeal,  he  is  taken  to  a  hospital  until 
his  wounds  are  healed,  after  which  he  is  buried  in 
Siberia.  The  knout  is  calculated  to  lacerate  the 
body  of  him  who  is  smitten,  and  crush  the  soul  of 
those  who  witness  the  execution.  The  rod  is  meant 
to  accomplish  the  same  object,  the  difference  being 
that  the  victim,  instead  of  being  stretched  on  a 
frame,  is  made  to  walk  between  two  rows  of  sol- 
diers, receiving  from  each  hand  a  cut  with  a  rod 
on  the  bare  back,  often  to  the  number  of  six 
thousand. 

Let  it  not  be  assumed  that  the  knout  or  the  rod 
has  been  or  can  be  abolished  by  an  ukase  of  the 
Czar.  Ukases  are  made  by  one  and  unmade  by 
another  Czar  and  are  not  infrequently  forgotten 
by  the  very  man  who  made  them,  provided  some 
emergency  appears  to  justify  it.  The  nobility  and 
clergy  were  originally  exempted  by  law  from  the 
knout  and  the  rod,  but  received  them  all  the  same 
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after  a  formal  degradation,  nothing  being  sacred 
in  the  realms  of  the  Romanoffs. 

It  was  with  a  full  knowledge  of  these  facts  that 
the  Archierey  of  Samara  lived  his  unique  life,  pre- 
pared at  any  time  to  sustain  a  martyr's  death. 

People  may  marvel  at  the  possibility  of  a  revo- 
lutionary movement  in  the  heart  of  an  empire  ever 
under  the  Argus  eyes  of  a  servile  police  backed 
by  a  military  system  that  moves  like  a  prodigious 
automatic  machine  or  a  glacier  grinding  down 
whatever  stands  in  its  way.  Inspiration,  enthu- 
siasm, patriotism  and  ambition  are  foreign  to  the 
Muscovite  soldier.  Like  the  mujik  he  stands  on 
the  lowest  grade  as  to  his  moral  sense,  his  coarse 
uniform  and  outward  cleanness  alone  being  his 
marks  of  distinction.  But  there  is  a  limit  to  human 
patience,  and  this  limit  has  time  and  again  been 
reached  in  Russia  when  the  blood  of  the  tchinn  and 
that  of  the  boyar  flowed  freely. 

Like  maltreated  felines  the  ferocious  Tartar  is 
ever  on  the  alert  to  fly  at  the  throat  of  his  tor- 
mentor, and  let  nobody  doubt  that  something 
darker  than  was  the  French  Revolution  is  possible 
in  Russia,  and  nobody  can  say  how  imminent.  As 
an  instance  stands  the  military  revolt  at  Novgorod 
in  183 1.  Driven  to  despair  by  the  rapacity  of  their 
officers  who  starved  them  by  selling  their  rations, 
a  whole   corps  rose   in  mutiny,  massacring   their 
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superiors  and  perpetrating  fiendish  excesses  on 
their  ill-fated  wives  and  daughters.  The  carnage 
lasted  seven  days  and  spread  consternation  at  the 
court  of  Nicholas.  A  self-conscious  Russia  would 
sweep  off  its  rule  of  blood  and  iron  in  a  day;  and 
this  is  the  reason  why  the  Czars  rely  for  the  con- 
tinuance of  their  dynasty  on  a  debased  clergy,  a 
brutified  peasantry,  a  thoughtless,  emasculated 
army  and  the  most  ruthless  and  servile  police  sys- 
tems devised  by  the  worst  of  tyrannies  known  in 
history. 

Not  before  he  had  spent  years  in  his  capacity  as 
Archierey  of  Samara  did  the  hopelessness  of  his 
self-imposed  task  break  on  Isaieff's  mind.  Ah,  if 
Napoleon  had  succeeded  in  breaking  up  the  foul 
nest  of  Russian  aristocracy!  Had  Great  Britain 
joined  hands  with  the  Corsican,  there  would  by 
this  time  be  a  free  Europe  without  the  black  shadow 
of  the  Muscovite  monster  to  disturb  its  peace,  and 
this  was  one  of  Isaieff's  constantly  recurring 
musings. 


TWELFTH  CHAPTER. 

The  Appalling  Spectre. 

Nehemia*s  mission  at  Samara  will  be  best  under- 
stood by  a  retrospective  reference  to  affairs  at 
Vietka  as  they  shaped  themselves  after  Lewick's 
return  with  Hayim  and  Athalia  from  Moghileff. 
It  became  manifest  that  the  sweeping  conflagration 
he  had  witnessed  previous  to  his  departure  for  the 
metropolis  of  the  Gubernium  created  an  opportu- 
nity for  the  Builder  to  make  a  fortune.  The  people 
needed  homes,  and  it  was  his  business  to  build 
them.  Lewick  had  no  competition  to  encounter, 
and  he  rose  to  the  requirements  of  the  occasion. 
In  a  few  days  he  signed  contracts  for  the  con- 
struction of  a  number  of  dwellings,  including  two 
churches  and  a  synagogue,  engaged  the  best  work- 
men to  be  had,  and  proceeded  with  the  work  of 
rebuilding  the  quarter  destroyed  by  the  flames. 
Urged  by  the  homelessness  of  the  many  destitute 
families,  the  contractor  strained  every  nerve  to 
quicken  the  building  operation.  For  over  six 
months  the  centre  of  Vietka's  incessant  activity 
was  its  quarter  in  process  of  reconstruction.     The 
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region  was  literally  filled  with  piles  of  lumber  and 
teemed  with  carpenters;  one  heard  nothing  but 
the  axe,  the  saw,  and  the  hammer,  while  the  broad- 
shouldered  Builder  was  seen  hurrying  from  scaffold 
to  scafifold,  from  church  to  synagogue,  giving  di- 
rections, ordering  changes,  criticising  inefficiency, 
a  veritable  Napoleon  in  his  indisputaj^le  domain. 
Lewick  was  in  his  element,  and  those  who  had 
secured  his  services  were  cheered  by  the  prospect 
of  moving  into  their  new  houses,  when  evil  tongues 
began  to  entangle  the  Builder  in  serious  trouble. 
Necessity  had  induced  the  orthodox  elders  of  the 
destroyed  churches  to  award  the  contract  for  their 
rebuilding  to  a  Jew,  with  the  reluctant  consent 
of  the  respective  priests.  But  as  the  edifices  rose 
and  were  nearing  completion  it  was  alleged  that 
the  Jewish  contractor  bestowed  greater  care  on 
the  construction  of  the  synagogues  to  the  disad- 
vantage of  the  churches.  It  now  dawned  on  the 
interested  worthies  that  it  was  folly  to  credit  a 
Jew  with  the  same  feelings  for  a  church  as  he 
naturally  had  for  a  synagogue.  This  question,  at 
first  mooted  by  the  priests,  assumed  a  graver  as- 
pect when  it  gained  currency  among  the  fanatic 
populace.  To  entrust  a  Jew  with  the  building  of 
houses  of  prayer  to  be  surmounted  by  the  cross, 
was  not  it  a  thing  unheard  of?  Priests  and  elders 
had  a  meeting  and  Lewick  was  formally  charged 
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with  enriching  the  Jewish  house  of  worship  at  the 
expense  of  the  Christian.  In  confirmation  of  the 
charge  it  was  stated  that  the  Builder  had  agreed 
to  re-construct  the  synagogue  without  a  kopeck  of 
profit.  Could  a  stronger  proof  be  shown  in  sup- 
port of  his  partiality?  "Let  the  Jew's  methods  be 
quietly  watched;  there  will  be  time  for  us 
to  have  our  say/'  suggested  Papa  Waseffsky,  the 
oldest  priest  of  the  district,  who  had  presided  over 
the  Council. 

Waseffsky's  holiness  had  often  been  questioned, 
but  the  shrewd  Blagatchina  (superior)  had  the 
knack  of  deluding  the  simple-minded  people  by  a 
display  of  zeal  and  sincerity  entirely  out  of  con- 
sonance with  his  real  nature,  while  his  superiors 
found  in  him  a  model  of  submissiveness  and  hu- 
mility. Waseffsky  had  no  true  drop  of  blood  in 
his  veins,  spurned  every  moral  restraint,  even  those 
entailed  on  him  as  a  minister,  derived  a  great  deal 
of  his  boldness  from  the  liquor  which  he  drank  in 
unlimited  quantity,  had  been  made  lame  for  life 
by  a  fall  after  a  drinking  bout,  and  thus  looked 
and  walked  like  Mephisto  in  the  guise  of  a  holy 
monk.  With  scant  hair  on  his  head,  the  coppered 
nose  of  the  drunkard,  the  coarse  manners  of  an 
ill-disguised  vulgarity,  and  the  tricks  of  a  Hindoo 
juggler,  Waseffsky  was  heartily  despised  by  those 
who  knew  him  best,  feared  by  others  on  account 
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of  his  insidious  malice,  of  which  they  had  had  ex- 
perience, and  revered  by  none,  except  by  the  hydra- 
headed  dupe  on  whom  rogues  thrive.  His  castle 
of  strength  was  his  religious  paper,  affording  him 
a  medium  to  laud  those  he  had  cause  to  please  or 
fear,  and  bespatter  those  who  had  incurred  his  ha- 
tred.   The  Blagatchina  understood  his  business. 

While  at  the  approach  of  the  cold  season  most 
of  the  private  dwellings  had  been  transferred  to 
their  owners,  the  public  structures  engaged  the 
attention  of  the  Builder  during  the  long  winter.  It 
was  Lewick's  pleasure  to  decorate  his  beloved 
house  of  worship  with  the  finest  specimens  of  his 
consummate  workmanship,  especially  the  Holy 
Ark,  which  was  a  marvel  of  the  carver's  art, 
nobly  worked  and  richly  gilded.  Here  his  me- 
chanical genius  had  been  given  free  play  to  exhaust 
itself  in  what  he  deemed  fit  and  beautiful  for  the 
decoration  of  a  synagogue.  It  was  otherwise  in 
the  churches,  where  he  was  limited  by  strict  speci- 
fications. But  the  Russian  churchmen  had  no  eye 
for  this  detail.  They  felt  like  the  prelate  in  Les- 
sing*s  drama:  "Der  Jude  wird  verbrannt.**  The 
Blagatchina  would  not  miss  his  chance  to  create  a 
sensation,  if  nothing  worse. 

It  was  the  eve  of  Purim  when  Lewick  delivered 
the  key  of  the  new  synagogue  to  the  Parnass  or 
President  of  the  Congregation.  Purim  is  cele- 
16 
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brated  throughout  Russian  Jewry  with  great  en- 
joyment and  hilarity,  and  the  quarters  inhabited 
by  those  children  of  dispersed  Judah  wear  what 
may  be  properly  called  a  Purim-air,  a  joyous  radi- 
ance reflected  in  every  countenance.  The  fast  of 
Esther  is  passed  in  preparations  for  the  feast  that 
follows  it.  Kitchen-bakery  and  confectionery  are 
suggestive  of  the  half-holiday.  With  sunset  the 
houses  of  worship  are  crowded.  The  prayer  over, 
the  space  is  alive  with  the  rustle  of  parchment 
scrolls  which  are  being  unrolled  for  the  purpose 
of  following  the  reader  who,  stationed  on  the  cen- 
tral platform,  recites  in  the  well-known  traditional 
tune  the  Persian  tale  in  whose  dramatis  personae 
Esther  and  Mordecai  play  such  a  prominent  part. 
Distributed  among  the  adults  are  happy  urchins 
armed  with  sticks,  clubs,  hatchets,  hammers,  and 
a  variety  of  rattling  devices  not  unlike  our  familiar 
watchman's  rattle.  With  gleeful  anticipation  the 
younsters  are  awaiting  the  ring  of  the  first  sylla- 
ble in  the  accursed  name  of  Haman. — "Haman!" 
bellows  the  juvenile  band,  and  the  air  is  rent  by  the 
deafening  noise  of  the  operating  instruments,  so 
that  the  precentor  has  to  await  until  the  vengeful 
fury  subsides,  only  to  burst  out  once  more,  and 
again  as  often  as  the  hateful  name  escapes  the  lips 
of  the  devout  rhapsodist.  In  the  morning  the 
story  is  retold  with  solemn  ceremony,  and  Haman 
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is  finally  cuflfed,  kicked,  hammered  and  rattled  out 
of  recognition.    The  succeeding  dinner  is  a  feast. 

In  the  afternoon  scores  of  poor  boys  are  engaged 
in  carrying  confectionery,  dainties  and  small  pres- 
ents from  relation  to  relation,  friend  to  friend, 
from  pupil  to  teacher,  from  the  rich  to  the  poor; 
and  the  carriers  get  a  few  kopecks  in  each  house. 
The  evening  is  devoted  to  domestic  rejoicing. 
Family  calls  are  exchanged,  the  feasting  is  re- 
newed in  each  home,  and  it  is  thought  to  be  in 
order  for  the  most  temperate  to  drink  until  one 
does  not  know  the  difference  between  ^'Cursed 
be  Haman,"  and  "Blessed  be  Mordecai." 

Sussan-Purim  sees  the  jubilation  continued  with 
somewhat  abated  enthusiasm,  and  nobody  blushes 
at  the  thought  that  he  had  been  in  a  haze  on  the" 
previous  day.  At  least  once  yearly  does  oppressed 
Israel  drink  himself  happy  at  the  commemoration 
of  the  discomfiture  of  his  ancient  foe  embalmed  in 
infamy.  It  is  the  fulfillment  of  the  injunction: 
"Wipe  out  the  remembrance  of  Amalek." 

But  the  Sussan-Purim  on  which  Lewick's  mas- 
terwork  was  to  be  consecrated — for  this  was  the 
day  set  for  its  dedication — found  the  Jewish  com- 
munity of  Vietka  in  the  act  of  solemn  preparation. 
A  hundred  willing  hands  were  active  in  draping 
the  sacred  edifice  with  flags  and  placing  lamps, 
lanterns    and    candles    wherever    possible,    to    be 
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lighted  at  sundown.  Before  nightfall  twelve  elders, 
headed  by  Rabbi  Bear,  carried  twelve  sacred  scrolls 
from  the  old  synagogue  to  the  new  one  to  the 
sound  of  music,  surrounded  by  a  multitude  of  Jews 
and  non-Jews.  The  Chazan  and  the  chorus  espe- 
cially trained  for  the  occasion,  received  the  proces- 
sion with  the  grand  welcome:  "Boruch  Habbah! 
Blessed  he  who  comes  in  the  name  of  the  Lord!'* 
At  a  given  signal  two  hundred  children  dressed  in 
white  illumined  the  building.  The  stanovoy  and 
his  subordinates  were  present,  and  next  to  them 
other  representatives  of  the  police.  The  non-Jew- 
ish clergy,  among  them  the  Blagatchina,  had  been 
invited  and  were  assigned  a  place  of  honor.  The 
edifice  looked  superbly  beautiful,  and  Rabbi  Bear 
spoke  of  Lewick's  skill  and  liberality.  Twelve 
scrolls  were  placed  in  the  magnificent  Ark  of  the 
Alliance  with  hymns  of  thanksgiving,  and  the 
Rabbi  wound  up  the  ceremony  with  a  prayer  for 
the  Czar  and  his  loyal  servitors.  To  this  the  stan- 
ovoy responded,  embracing  the  opportunity  of  as- 
tonishing his  hearers  by  the  statement  that  he  had 
Jewish  blood  in  his  veins.  ^'Permit  me  to  publish 
it  to-night  that  I  am  the  son  of  a  Christian  father 
and  a  Jewish  mother,  and  I  am  proud  of  the  fact 
that,  on  my  mother's  side,  I  sprung  from  the  race 
that  gave  birth  to  the  Redeemer  of  man."  A  mur- 
mur of  surprise  ran  like  a  passing  breeze  through 
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the  synagogue,  and  the  churchmen  looked  at  their 
Blagatchina  in  mute  wonder.  WasefTsky  felt  him- 
self called  upon  to  thank  the  presiding  ofHcer  for 
the  invitation  extended  to  the  clergy,  but  his  inco- 
herent, stammering  words  brought  confusion  to 
his  co-workers,  and  the  inebriate  capped  the  climax 
of  his  folly  by  asking  the  stanovoy  whether  he  con- 
sidered himself  a  Jew  or  a  Christian.  **If  you  are 
a  half-Jew  then  you  must  pray  somewhere  in  a 
place  that  is  neither  a  church  nor  a  synagogue;  for 
you  belong  neither  to  the  one  nor  to  the  other," 
stuttered  the  intoxicated  Blagatchina.  The  stan- 
ovoy's  answer  was  a  contemptuous  smile. 

Having  paid  his  respects  to  the  Rabbi  and  the 
Parnass,  the  chief  of  police  withdrew,  and  the 
crowds  dispersed,  haunted  by  the  splendor  and  by 
the  incidents  of  the  memorable  event.  But  the 
proudest  man  of  the  hour  was  Lewick  the  Builder. 

The  interval  between  Purim  and  Passover  is  a 
busy  time  for  the  orthodox  Jewess,  it  being  the 
period  of  whitewashing,  house-cleaning  and  matsc- 
baking.  In  each  room  every  chink  and  cranny, 
every  nook  and  corner  undergo  a  thorough  reno- 
vating and  searching  lustration.  The  great  object 
is  to  celebrate  the  Feast  of  Redemption  in  a  house 
perfectly  free  from  every  vestige  of  leaven,  or 
whatever  might  turn  sour,  in  accordance  with  the 
inviolable   injunction   in   Exodus.     Lewick's  wife 
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being  an  invalid,  Athalia  superintended  the  process 
of  cleaning,  her  great  anguish  burning  in  her 
heart.  Hers  was  a  hopeless  love,  and  her  grief 
great.  Isaiah's  first  letter  to  his  father  caused  the 
mystic  to  tear  his  upper  garment  in  token  of  deep 
mourning  for  the  loss  of  his  firstborn  son,  who,  it 
was  clear,  had  gone  over  to  Christianity,  although 
he  had  sworn  that  he  would  never  yield  to  pres- 
sure, however  strong.  Hayim's  despondency  was 
not  fully  shared  by  Athalia,  yet  the  letter  addressed 
to  her  by  Isaiah,  though  it  breathed  the  very  soul 
of  tenderness,  left  little  room  for  hope.  Still,  in 
the  recesses  of  her  heart  the  bride  hoped.  On 
Hayim  she  waited  with  filial  devotion,  the  Kab- 
balist  and  his  little  son  being  welcome  inmates  of 
Lewick's  house.  To  the  boy  she  was  both  a  sister 
and  a  mother.  Nehemia  bore  a  striking  resem- 
blance to  her  distant  lover.  His  locks  looked  so 
much  like  those  Isaiah  had  delivered  to  her  in  Mo- 
ghilefif  before  their  separation.  How  she  treasured 
that  precious  souvenir  of  the  head  dearer  to  her 
than  life!  How  often,  in  the  dead  of  night,  she 
relieved  her  sorrow  by  telling  her  woe  to  those 
locks,  pressing  them  to  her  heart,  to  her  lips,  and 
bathing  them  in  tears.  O,  how  much  sweeter 
than  such  a  dismal  existence  it  were  to  be  with 
him  in  the  grave!  Of  what  avail  to  her  was  the 
sympathy  of  strangers,  the  tender  demonstrations 
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of  parents,  and  the  compassion  of  her  sky-storm- 
ing father-in-law?  Alas!  the  flower  of  her  Hfe  was 
nipped  in  the  bud,  and  she  dreaded  the  dark  vista 
of  a  chain  of  dreary  years  that  opened  before  her. 
Only  once  did  her  invalid  mother  surprise  her  in 
tearful  seclusion.  The  poor  woman  fondled  her  ill- 
starred  child  affectionately,  beseeching*  her  not  to 
despair. — ''Beheve  in  Him,  who  does  wonders  for 
those  who  trust  Him,  and  remember,  daughter, 
that  thy  younger  sisters  need  thee  as  their  mother; 
for  my  days  are  few,  and  who  is  to  watch  over  my 
little  orphans?" 

The  mother  purposely  gave  way  to  sentiment, 
and  Athalia's  response  satisfied  her  that  she  had 
found  the  antidote  for  the  all-absorbing  sorrow. 
The  appeal  touched  a  delicate  chord.  The  con- 
sciousness of  being  the  mainstay  of  her  sickly 
mother  and  the  little  ones  braced  Athalia  to  bear 
her  misfortune  with  a  sense  of  stoic  resignation. 
The  solace  derived  from  loving  correspondence 
with  a  dear  one  was  closed  to  the  girl.  Like  the 
mass  of  Jewish  maidens  in  "The  Pale,"  Athalia 
could  not  write,  and  would  not  have  her  tenderest 
feelings  hurt  by  applying  to  a  professional  letter 
writer. 

Finally  the  evening  arrived  when  every  Jewish 
household  is  ceremoniously  cleared  of  the  last 
crumbs  of  leavened  bread,  which  happens  twenty- 
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four  hours  before  Passover  begins  with  divine 
worship  in  the  synagogue,  followed  by  the  Sedar, 
a  domestic  ceremony  emblematic  of  Israel's  deliv- 
ery from  the  yoke  of  the  Pharaohs.  Before  the 
Passover  night  had  settled  on  Vietka,  Hayim  was 
handsomely  remembered  by  many  of  his  Kabbalis- 
tic  admirers.  Parcel  after  parcel  bearing  his  name 
were  left  at  Lewick's  door,  and  opened  with  su- 
preme unconcern  by  the  receiver,  mainly  to  satisfy 
the  curiosity  of  little  Nehemia.  At  nightfall  a  sus- 
picious looking  person,  a  small  package  in  hand, 
stole  up  to  the  Builder's  door,  threw  a  furtive  look 
right  and  left,  received  from  within  an  answer  to 
his  nervous  knock  at  the  entrance,  handed  in  his 
parcel,  and  stole  away  as  stealthily  as  he  had  come. 
By  a  few  turns  through  the  tortuous  back  alleys  he 
managed  to  reach  the  rear  of  the  stanovoy's  stables, 
and,  after  another  hasty  glance  around,  brought 
forth  a  sealed  envelope  and  pushed  it  hurriedly 
under  the  closed  gate  that  opened  on  the  alley. 
A  child's  voice  was  heard  within:  "See,  papa,  here 
is  a  big  letter!"  and  the  fellow  took  to  his  heels. 
He  had  not  run  far  before  he  became  entangled 
in  a  mesh  of  old  wire  and  fell  prostrate.  As  one 
fleeing  for  life,  the  suspicious  character  got  on  his 
feet  and  made  a  rush  to  a  fence  near  by  with  the 
intention  of  throwing  himself  over.  Two  power- 
ful hands  belonging  to  a  compact  figure  that  had 
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just  emerged  from  round  a  corner,  took  hold  of 
him,  pulled  him  down  with  a  rough  jerk,  and  the 
peremptory  command,  "Come  down,  beast,  thou 
are  wanted."  The  parties  had  not  moved  three 
steps  when  several  policemen  rushed  from  the 
stables  of  their  chief  with  orders  to  arrest  every  un- 
known person  within  sight. 

"This  is  the  beast  you  look  for,  I  suppose,"  cried 
the  gendarme,  who  had  by  mere  chance  lighted  on 
the  fellow  as  he  betrayed  his  criminal  nature  by  his 
desperate  attempt  at  flight.  "Halloo,  Gusback!" 
ejaculated  one  of  the  policemen.  "By  St.  Elia, 
the  stanovoy  smelt  the  thief;  the  lash  will  be  plied 
to-morrow,"  said  another.  Soon  the  rear  gate  of 
the  stables  closed  behind  the  guardians  of  peace, 
who  disappeared  with  Gusback,  pale  and  trem- 
bling. 

At  the  new  synagogue  a  special  honor  was  in 
store  for  Lewick  the  Builder.  No  sooner  had  he 
passed  the  threshold  of  the  sacred  place  than  the 
presiding  elder  received  him  and  escorted  him  to 
the  foremost  bench  near  the  eastern  wall,  assigning 
him  a  seat  next  to  the  Ark,  a  place  generally  re- 
served for  the  local  aristocracy  of  learning  and 
lineal  distinction.  The  man  had  risen  in  the  esteem 
of  the  people,  not  alone  on  account  of  his  dis- 
interestedness in  the  matter  of  rebuilding  the 
house  of  worship,  but  more  so  through  his  gene- 
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rosity  toward  the  widowed  Hayim  and  his  orphaned 
child.  For  an  ignorant  carpenter  to  be  on  the  same 
bench  with  the  Rabbi,  the  Chazan,  and  the  honored 
worthies  of  the  Congregation,  was  as  much  as  for 
a  peasant  to  share  in  the  attentions  paid  to  nobles. 
^Lewick  shed  tears  of  gratitude  as  he  listened  to  the 
precentor's  recitation  of  the  Passover  service.  But 
in  his  heart  there  was  ever  alive  the  great  grievance 
of  his  soul — seven  daughters,  and  no  son! 

Meanwhile  the  Sedar  table  was  being  arranged 
in  every  dwelling  within  the  confines  of  the  Ghetto, 
and  gentle  hands  exhausted  their  art  to  make  the 
festive  board  look  regal.  At  Lewick's  home  the 
invalid  mother  superintended  the  efforts  of  Athalia, 
Ruth,  Zilpah  and  Leah  to  prepare  a  surprise  for  the 
head  of  the  house  and  his  distinguished  company. 
Whatever  was  costly  in  the  shape  of  silver  vessels 
and  chinaware  was  exhibited  to  advantage  for  use 
or  display  on  linen  of  immaculate  whiteness  in  the 
lustre  of  many  lamps  and  the  glitter  of  shining 
plate.  Every  detail  associated  with  the  impres- 
sive home-service  had  been  religiously  at- 
tended to,  so  that  when  the  men  returned  from 
worship  they  fouild  the  Builder's  home  radiant  with 
festive  splendor. 

As  Lewick  surveyed  the  interesting  objects 
around  him  his  eyes  fell  on  a  long  package  which 
bore  in  Hebrew  letters,  "A  present  for  Hayim  and 
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Levvick  the  Builder."  That  his  name  was  coupled 
with  that  of  the  venerable  Kabbalist  was  another 
proof  of  gratifying  recognition  to  a  man  who 
yearned  for  the  distinction  of  being  linked  with  the 
learned  and  noble.  And  his  curiosity  was  roused 
as  to  the  contents  of  the  parcel  superscribed  in 
crude  Hebrew  letters. 

Hayim  had  no  eyes  for  packages  and  parcels. 
Inspired  by  the  reminiscences  of  the  hour,  his  spirit 
took  wing  heavenward,  and  glowing  with  holy 
ardor,  he  signified  his  intention  to  celebrate  the 
Passover  without  delay,  it  having  been  the  under- 
standing that  he  should  lead  in  the  great  solemniza- 
tion. 

With  more  than  pontifical  solemnity,  at  the  head 
of  an  oblong  table  sumptuously  set,  a  scene  breath- 
ing the  spirit  of  cleanliness  and  the  beauty  of  holi- 
ness, attired  in  the  white  robe  of  death,  his  counte- 
nance as  pale  as  the  reflex  of  the  moon,  in  his  eyes 
a  spiritual  flame,  his  love-locks  and  beard  bleached 
by  three  score  and  two  years,  Hayim  found  himself 
enthroned  on  a  seat  draped,  quilted  and  pillowed 
to  suit  the  symbolic  significance  of  the  historic 
celebration.  Beaming  as  a  bridegroom  in  the  fire 
of  his  bride^s  eye,  Lewick  likewise  shone,  clad  in 
white,  and  seated  next  to  his  wife  on  a  cushioned 
divan.  Next  to  her  sat  their  seven  children  fes- 
tively dressed,  Athalia  in    blacky    the    others    ill 
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colors.  Baruch  and  little  Nehemia  completed  the 
circle;  they  all  rose  with  the  officiating  mystic.  He, 
having  blessed  the  Omnipotent  over  a  cup  of  wine, 
raised  the  silver  platter  that  bore  the  three  un- 
leavened cakes,  thereon  the  symbols  of  the  eve, 
and  fervidly  recited: 

"This  is  like  the  bread  of  affliction  our  ancestors 
ate  in  the  land  of  Egypt;  let  the  hungry  enter  and 
eat  thereof;  let  the  needy  come  and  celebrate  the 
Passover;  this  year  we  are  here,  next  year  we  shall 
be  in  Jerusalem;  this  year  we  are  serfs,  the  next 
year  we  shall  be  freemen!" 

And  when,  according  to  a  time-honored  custom, 
Nehemia  asked  his  father  why  the  Sedar  night  was 
in  every  way  so  different  from  any  other  night  of 
the  year,  Hayim  answered  with  an  outburst  of 
tears,  "Because  we  were  slaves  to  Pharaoh  in 
Egypt,  and  the  Eternal  our  God  delivered  us  with 
a  mighty  hand  and  an  outstretched  arm,"  and  he 
proceeded  to  dwell  with  pathetic  fondness  on  the 
divine  mercies  shown  to  Israel  in  Egypt,  there- 
after, and  down  to  this  day. 

Hayim  was  human,  and  he  could  not  help  re- 
membering that  the  trials  of  the  ancient  sires  had 
been  to  him  a  woeful  reality.  Alas!  only  a  little 
over  a  year  ago  had  he  celebrated  the  Passover 
under  his  own  roof,  in  the  sweet  companionship 
of  his  Hannah,  with  Isaiah  and  Nehemia  at  their 
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table.  How  things  had  changed!  A  flash  of 
thought  brought  home  to  him  the  untold  woe  of 
his  life,  and  he  gave  vent  to  his  weeping  soul  in 
the  plaintive  notes  of  the  Hagadah  (Sedar  ritual), 
so  affecting  to  the  dispersed,  suffering  sons  of 
Judah.  Lewick's  pure  heart  caught  the  emotional 
mood  of  the  Kabbalistic  dreamer  whom«his  Athalia 
called  father.  The  disconsolate  bride  abandoned 
herself  to  her  grief;  her  mother  and  sisters  could 
not  control  their  sympathy  with  her  whose  sorrow 
was  as  deep  as  the  sea,  until  there  was  not  a  tear- 
less eye  in  the  room.  Hayim  did  not  break  down; 
no,  in  his  leonine  but  subdued  voice  he  continued 
to  recount  the  epic  of  Israel's  chequered  career, 
feeling  his  own  tragedy,  so  touching,  so  resigned, 
so  grateful,  that  Lewick  thought  he  heard  spirits 
join  the  mystic  rhapsodist. 

At  a  later  date  the  Builder  asserted  that  he  had 
seen  at  that  hour  the  ghostly  image  of  Hannah 
hover  over  her  husband  and  his  motherless  child. 
Hayim  felt  that  the  hand  of  God  is  manifest  in  the 
annals  of  his  people.  In  his  first,  in  his  second,  in 
his  third  exile  the  firstborn  of  the  Lord  has  neither 
been  forgotten  nor  forsaken.  How  doubt  a  super- 
natural manifestation  confirmed  by  the  rolling 
centuries? — "Blessed  be  He  who  strictly  fulfilled 
his  promise  to  Israel."     Continuing  Hayim  raised 
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his  goblet  filled  with  wine,  followed  by  all  around 
the  table,  and  recited  in  a  voice  of  triumph: 

"And  it  is  that  promise  that  has  been  the  fortress 
of  our  ancestors  as  it  is  our  strength;  for  not  one 
alone  has  risen  against  us,  but  age  after  age  there 
have  been  such  as  conspired  to  exterminate  us, 
but  the  Most  High,  blessed  be  He,  has  delivered 
us  out  of  their  hands." 

And  so  the  Kabbalist  enkindled  every  heart  with 
the  fervid  recital  of  the  Exodus,  and  of  the  not  less 
wonderful  preservation  of  Israel  during  cycles  of 
oppression,  rising  higher  and  higher,  and  calling 
on  his  audience  to  see  in  the  ancient  redemption 
their  own  deliverance  from  bondage.  "We  there- 
fore are  bound  to  thank,  praise,  adore,  extol,  glorify, 
honor,  exalt,  and  bless  Him  who  wrought  all  these 
miracles  for  our  sires  and  for  us,  restoring  us  from 
slavery  to  freedom,  from  sorrow  to  joy,  from 
mourning  unto  holidays,  from  darkness  to  light; 
and  therefore  let  us  sing  a  song  of  praise  unto 
Him!" 

This  call  was  responded  to  by  the  whole  family, 
who  joined  Hayim  in  chanting  the  great  Hallel 
with  glee:  "When  Israel  went  forth  from  Egypt, 
the  house  of  Jacob  from  a  barbarous  people,  Jacob 
became  His  sanctuary,  and  Israel  His  empire. 
The  ocean  beheld  it  and  fled;  the  Jordan  retreated; 
mountains  skipped  like  rams,  and  hills  like  lambs." 
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Next  the  bitter  herbs  were  distributed  around 
the  board,  and  the  reason  explained.  Supper  was 
served  and  enjoyed,  because  the  hour  was  late  and 
the  appetite  had  been  whetted  by  the  herbs  and 
the  wine  everyone  of  the  participants  had  relig- 
iously taken.  Once  more  Lewick's  eye  was  at- 
tracted by  the  package  which  bore  his  and  Hayim's 
name. 

"Have  you  an  idea  who  sent  us  that  parcel?" 
whispered  Lewick  to  his  wife,  who  had  her  atten- 
tion diverted  by  the  telegraphing  that  was  going  on 
between  Baruch,  at  the  one  end  of  the  table,  and 
Ruth  at  the  other.  Ruth  was  in  her  sixteenth  year, 
and  was  the  most  beautiful  child  of  the  family. 
Such  at  least  was  Baruch's  conclusion,  who,  obey- 
ing the  irrevocable  decree  of  a  hungry  heart,  could 
not  interpret  the  meaning  of  life  without  her  love. 
The  understanding  between  the  shy  maiden  and  the 
bashful  youth  had  been  reached  through  the  lan- 
guage of  the  eyes,  any  other  declaration  of  the 
tender  passion  being  thought  immodest  wherever 
the  Shadchan  is  substituted  for  Cupid. 

*'Was  it  that  parcel  you  spoke  to  me  about,  Lew- 
ick?" inquired  the  mother,  withdrawing  her  eyes 
from  the  blushing  cheeks  of  Ruth,  who  became 
conscious  of  being  observed.  It  was  something  to 
be  feared  to  be  caught  in  the  act  of  exchanging 
furtive  glances  with  a  cousin  with  whom  she  was  at 
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liberty  to  speak  at  any  time  she  wished.  The  child 
looked  flushed,  like  a  full-blown  rose. 

"Yes,  that  package  there;  you  know  that  I  ex- 
pected no  presents  from  any  one.  And  why  should 
my  name  be  coupled  with  Reb  Hayim's?  This  is 
all  very  queer,  is  it  not?  And  who  was  he  that 
brought  it?"  inquired  the  Builder,  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  parcel. 

"Ruth  received  it  from  the  hands  of  a  man  whom 
she  could  not  remember  to  have  ever  seen;  he  was 
in  a  great  hurry,  and  was  not  dressed  like  a  Jew. 
There  are  many  people  in  Vietka  whom  the  child 
does  not  know  and  he  must  have  been  a  stranger. 
Yes,  it  came  rather  late,  some  minutes  after  you 
had  left  for  the  synagogue.  You  seem  to  be  dis- 
turbed about  a  thing  which  did  not  give  me  a 
thought.  The  lateness  of  the  hour  prevented  me 
from  opening  it.  You  are  right,  it  is  strange  that 
an  unknown  non-Jew  should  leave  a  parcel  without 
saying  who  he  was,"  agreed  the  mother  of  the 
house  with  a  nervousness  which  gained  on  her. 
Husband  and  wife  now  had  their  eyes  riveted  on 
the  mysterious  parcel  when  lo!  the  thing  appeared 
to  move,  as  if  animated  by  something  within.  Fear 
seized  the  heart  of  the  invalid  woman,  who  turned 
pale;  but  Lewick  pretended  to  be  undisturbed, 
partly  because  of  the  Sedar  which  he  wished  to  see 
concluded  in  the  usual  way,  but  largely  on  account 
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of  his  sick  wife,  who  was  now  trembling  all  over, 
endeavoring  to  steady  herself  by  holding  to  the 
table. 

"Some  silly  joke,  Til  wager  anything.  You  re- 
member the  bat  the  marshelock  Spivak  sent  me  in 
a  box  as  a  Purim  gift?  It  will  be  something  of  that 
sort,"  assumed  the  Builder,  but  by  no  means  un- 
alarmed. 

Another  glance  at  the  object  of  suspicion  left  no 
doubt  in  Lewick's  mind  that  there  was  something 
alive  within  it,  and  he  deemed  it  prudent  to  have 
his  frail  wife  retire  with  the  little  ones,  the  hour 
drawing  toward  midnight.  The  clock  struck' 
twelve  when  Athalia  rose  to  open  the  door  for  the 
reception  of  the  immortal  Elijah,  who  is  believed 
to  travel  around  the  world  on  Passover  eve,  carry- 
ing a  blessing  to  every  household  wherever  the 
"Elijah  Cup"  stands  filled  to  the  brim.  According 
to  another  idea,  the  door  is  opened  in  proof  of 
the  assertion  that,  on  that  eve,  only  the  blessed 
and  blessing  spirits  of  the  Universe  are  allowed  to 
roam  at  large,  the  demoniac  hosts  being  chained 
in  their  dark  abodes;  but  the  most  plausible  ex- 
planation of  this  custom  is  that  the  door  is  opened 
to  refute  the  blood  accusation  and  the  calumny  that 
Israel  hates  the  non-Jewish  world.  It  means, 
come  and  see  the  sublime  purity  of  the  ceremony 
that  ignorance  and  malice  have  times  out  of  num- 
17 
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ber  associated  with  the  use  of  Christian  blood.  The 
invocation  speaks  of  "the  heathen  who  knows  thee 
not,"  and  "upon  the  kingdoms  who  know  not  thy 
name;  for  they  have  devoured  Jacob  and  laid  waste 
his  beautiful  habitation."  Against  those  ruthless 
enemies  of  God's  people  retribution  is  invoked. 

As  the  last  word  of  the  invocation  died  on 
Hayim's  lips,  and  before  he  had  time  to  intone  the 
hymn  "It  was  Midnight,"  Athalia,  instead  of  clos- 
ing the  door,  felt  irresistibly  impelled  to  advance 
toward  the  outside  entrance  by  a  murmur  which, 
she  thought,  fell  on  her  ear.  Through  a  grated 
opening  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  what  was  going 
on  without,  and  she  uttered  a  cry,  "We  are  enclosed 
by  armed  men,  and  the  street  is  full  of  policemen 
and  soldiers!"  Prompted  by  an  unaccountable  im- 
pulse, Lewick  laid  his  powerful  hold  on  the  fate- 
ful package,  and  he  felt  a  chill  run  through  him  as 
he  realized  that  the  bundle  was  throbbing  with  life. 
Without  a  moment's  hesitancy,  he  tore  it  open.  A 
shriek  of  horror  escaped  his  lips,  followed  by  the 
fall  of  the  mass  from  his  hand,  the  crash  of  a  bottle, 
the  splash  of  a  red  fluid,  and  the  vmggling  of  a 
bruised  snake  that  was  hurt  by  the  shattered  ves- 
sel. Such  were  the  contents  of  the  parcel.  Well- 
nigh  distracted,  the  Builder's  trembling  hand 
pointed  to  the  floor,  his  lips  stammering  hysteri- 
cally:   "Blood— blood— blood!"    Athalia,    Baruch 
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and  Nehemia  fled  in  terror  from  the  scene. 
Dreamer  though  Hayim  was,  the  sight  of  the  his- 
sing reptile  on  a  floor  covered  with  blood  sent  a 
shudder  through  his  frame.  With  hands  folded  in 
resignation,  and  eyes  turned  skyward,  the  theoso- 
phist  prayed  in  the  language  of  the  fathers:  "Our 
Father  who  art  in  heaven,  send  Thy  guafdian  min- 
isters to  ward  off  from  us  the  spectre  of  the  blood- 
accusation"  (allilath  dam). 

"Open  the  door  for  the  stanovoyT  came  the  com- 
mand from  without. 

When  admitted,  the  chief  of  police  had  but  few 
words  to  say,  but,  having  cast  a  glance  at  the 
grisly  things  on  the  floor,  he  acted  with  great  ex- 
pedition, and  enjoined  haste  and  caution  on  the 
officers  who  took  the  inmates  in  charge.  "Have 
your  way  cleared  so  that  nobody  come  near  the 
prisoners,"  was  the  order. 

The  invalid  mother,  roused  from  her  first  sleep 
and,  with  her  terrified  little  ones  clinging  to  her, 
was  marched  off.  The  others  were  likewise  re- 
moved. Everything  in  the  house  was  left  un- 
touched. The  lights  were  put  out;  the  doors 
closed  and  sealed  up,  and  two  sentinels  took  post 
at  the  front  and  the  rear  of  the  building.  Although 
the  hour  was  late,  the  action  of  the  police  was  soon 
known  throughout  the  Jewish  quarter,  including 
the  house  of  the  Rabbi.     Long  before  dawn  the 
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streets  were  patrolled  by  mounted  police  and 
gendarmes,  and  the  Jews  were  warned  to  keep 
within  doors.  Long  before  morning  there  was  not 
a  soul  asleep  in  the  Ghetto,  and  heartfelt  prayers 
for  help  were  wafted  to  the  skies.  It  was  evident 
that  a  great  danger  stared  the  people  in  the  face. 

Bear  walked  the  floor  of  his  room  until  daybreak, 
sleep  having  fled  his  pillow.  At  the  first  glimmer 
of  light  in  the  east  he  opened  the  door  of  the  small 
ark  in  his  house  wherein  a  sacred  scroll  was  hidden, 
and,  embracing  the  Torah  with  both  arms,  he 
kissed  it,  pressed  his  forehead  against  its  mantle, 
poured  out  his  soul  in  supplication  and  waited  for 
the  development  of  things  with  the  faith  of  a  holy 
man.  Shortly  after  sunrise  four  policemen  entered 
the  Rabbi's  house  and  respectfully  informed  him 
that  it  was  their  duty  to  escort  him  to  prison. 

Terror  seized  the  congregation  as  the  tidings  of 
the  blood  spectre  spread  like  wild-fire  from  house 
to  house,  and  the  precautions  taken  for  their  pro- 
tection betrayed  the  impending  danger.  The  guard 
before  Lewick's  home  was  doubled,  and  it  was 
learned  that  the  populace  was  in  a  frenzy  against 
the  Jews,  who  were  charged  with  drinking  Chris- 
tian blood.  It  was  manifest  that  a  terrible  crime 
had  been  fastened  on  the  Jewish  community,  and 
the  forenoon  revealed  the  fact  that  a  Christian 
child,  a  little  orphan  girl,  had  been  fished  out  of 
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the  river  with  her  jugular  vein  severed.  The  dead 
body  was  laid  out  at  the  headquarters  of  the  police, 
and  the  city  was  in  a  delirium  of  excitement,  the 
hydra-headed  mob  hurling  imprecations  and  vow- 
ing vengeance. 

From  the  actions  of  the  stanovoy  it  could  readily 
be  inferred  that  he  was  prepared  not  to  give  the 
rabble  a  chance.  The  man  had  a  cool  head,  a  de- 
termined mind,  and  was  fully  up  to  the  emergency. 
Every  available  man  of  the  police  force  and  gen- 
darmerie was  under  strict  orders  to  uphold  the 
peace,  and  the  sotnia  of  Cossacks  were  enjoined  to 
use  their  knouts  in  making  an  example  of  him  who 
attempted  to  break  it.  The  fact  was  the  stanovoy 
had  the  clue  to  the  conspiracy,  which  he  needed 
time  to  expose. 

Meanwhile,  presided  over  by  the  Isborstzik,  the 
Kahal  met  in  a  great  hurry  and  five  thousand  rou- 
bles were  voted  for  the  defence  of  the  innocent  vic- 
tims and  the  refutation  of  the  black  calumny.  From 
the  great  Kahal  of  MoghilefT  a  message  of  sym- 
pathy and  promise  of  material  assistance  was  deliv- 
ered to  Yosef  the  Isborstzik.  This  wisest  head  of 
the  Kahal  in  Vietka  had  an  interview  with  the  stan- 
ovoy and  received  assurance  that  the  Rabbi  had 
been  placed  in  custody  for  his  own  safety,  that  the 
mob  would  be  kept  in  check,    that    the   military 
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would  be  called  in  should  indications  justify  the 
measure,  and  that  a  searching  inquest  was  likely  to 
result  in  the  immediate  liberation  of  all  the  pris- 
oners. 


THIRTEENTH  CHAPTER. 

YlTZCHOK^S  Two  FOLLOWEES. 

It  is  proper  to  remember  that  the  malicious  Yitz- 
chok  had  not  passed  out  of  existence  without  trans- 
mitting his  reprobate  spirit  to  a  following  destined 
to  outdo  his  record.  Of  his  numerous  apprentices, 
two  will  be  long  spoken  of  in  Vietka  in  connection 
with  the  event  which  threatened  its  Jewish  popula- 
tion with  calamity.  Gusback  and  Goldy  would 
have  been  the  fittest  to  fill  Yitzchok's  office  in  his 
several  capacities,  had  they  not  taken  up  the  more 
lucrative  trade  of  horse-stealing  and  house-break- 
ing, and  they  plied  their  trade  with  so  much  cau- 
tion and  cunning  that  many  an  innocent  man  was 
charged  with  the  crimes  which  ultimately  landed 
them  in  prison  for  years.  Undeterred  from  their 
criminal  profession  by  the  long  sentences  they  had 
served,  on  being  restored  to  liberty  the  associates 
in  evil  resumed  their  activity  in  so  daring  a  manner 
that  nothing  under  lock  and  key  remained  safe  in 
a  house,  while  chicken-coops  and  barnyards  were 
literally  denuded.  As  they  plied  their  trade  in  the 
dark,  confined  their  operations  to  the  Jewish  quar- 
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ter,  and  were  known  to  be  armed,  the  ex-convicts 
became  the  terror  of  their  co-religionists,  until  their 
impudent  audacity  tempted  them  to  commit  sac- 
rilege. They  broke  into  one  of  the  synagogues, 
despoiled  its  sacred  scrolls  of  their  silver  crowns, 
melted  the  metal  into  a  lump,  and  sold  it  to  a  non- 
Jewish  goldsmith.  Instead  of  delivering  the 
thieves  to  the  police,  the  Kahal  took  the  law  in  their 
own  hands,  and  Lewick,  under  the  auspices  of 
Yosef  the  Isborstzik,  was  directed  to  give  the  crimi- 
nals a  sound  flogging.  Assisted  by  trusty  hands, 
Lewick  acquitted  himself  of  his  task  in  his  master- 
ful way,  with  the  result  that  the  villains  turned  their 
backs  on  the  synagogue  to  seek  more  indulgent 
treatment  in  the  national  Russian  Church.  The 
Jews  were  astonished  to  hear  that  Waseffsky  gave 
them  his  priestly  attention  and  sympathy.  After 
a  probationary  preparation  Gusback  and  Goldy  un- 
derwent the  rite  of  baptism  and  scoffed  at  the  Jews. 
Sunday  after  Sunday  the  Blagatchina  had  them  on 
exhibition  at  his  church,  commending  them  to  the 
favor  of  his  parishioners,  and  promising  that  he 
would  see  to  it  that  they  were  duly  qualified  to  do 
missionary  work  among  the  Jews. 

Of  a  skill  in  dissembling  which  would  have  done 
credit  to  Othello's  orderly,  Gusback  and  Goldy,  as 
to  appearance,  represented  two  different  types  of 
villain.    Gusback's  striking  features  were  red  hair. 
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which  scantily  covered  an  ill-formed  head,  and 
receded  in  front  to  make  room  for  a  protruding 
forehead  traversed  by  swollen  veins,  and  animated 
by  a  pair  of  feline  eyes.  His  visage  was  a  brutal 
one  that  inspired  no  confidence,  though  ever  ready 
to  grin  deceptively.  One  had  to  know  something 
of  depraved  human  nature  to  penetrate  Gusback*s 
villainy  in  despite  of  his  suave  manner  and  husky 
voice  that  uttered  deception  in  soft  whispers.  Of 
average  height,  slim  in  stature,  thin  in  limbs,  with 
fingers  like  those  of  an  emaciated  tailor,  with  wab- 
bling gait,  and  an  assumed  look  of  modesty,  Gus- 
back  could  have  passed  for  the  most  harmless  of 
creatures.  Not  so  Goldy,  who,  in  a  head  not  unlike 
a  misshaped,  diminutive  watermelon,  harbored  the 
tricks  of  twelve  lagos,  without  being  able  to  repress 
suspicion  in  anyone  who  once  looked  into  his  pierc- 
ing eyes,  not  unlike  the  basilisk's.  In  the  hoarse 
tones  of  his  voice  there  was  the  screech  of  the 
carion  bird,  accentuated  by  the  convulsive  twitch 
of  a  pair  of  bushy  eyebrows  and  by  a  yellowish  skin, 
thin  blonde  hair,  an  immense  mustache  pointed 
both  ways  and  a  general  physiognomy  which  left 
no  doubt  in  the  experienced  observer  that  he  had 
graduated  from  the  school  of  wickedness.  Goldy 
had  the  tongue  of  cringing  sycophancy,  and  the 
miscreant  never  tired  of  discoursing  of  his  honesty 
and  the  respect  he  enjoyed  among  persons  of  note. 
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The  twin  apostates  would  have  been  thorns  hi 
the  side  of  the  Hebrews  of  the  place  had  they  not 
demonstrated  their  utter  depravity  in  a  variety  of 
ways,  committing  theft  after  theft,  and  escaping 
punishment  by  the  most  brazen-faced  lies.  At  first 
overjoyed  by  what  he  considered  a  triumph  over 
the  synagogue,  Waseffsky  encouraged  what  turned 
out  a  kitchen  romance,  and  resulted  in  the  mar- 
riage of  Gusback  to  Katarinka,  the  Blagatchina*5 
housekeeper,  and  Goldy  to  Lisanka,  his  cook.  It 
was  a  small  matter  for  the  influential  priest  to  fur- 
nish the  converts  with  the  necessary  beginnings  of 
modest  housekeeping;  but  if  there  was  anything  the 
new  fledged  Christians  disliked  more  than  going  to 
church,  it  was  work,  while  there  was  no  sanctuary 
under  the  sun  which  Goldy  approached  with  more 
devotion  than  the  tavern.  Drunkenness  and  wife- 
beating  are  far  from  infrequent  in  the  realms  of  the 
Czar,  but  the  abandoned  proselyte  excelled  all  in 
the  misuse  of  the  glass  and  the  abuse  of  his  young 
wife.  In  vain  did  Wasefifsky  interpose  his  remon- 
strances. Nor  did  the  birth  of  a  child  render  the 
brutal  father  accessible  to  remorse.  Goldy  revelled 
in  brutality  during  the  week  and  kept  up  a  show  of 
Christianity  by  appearing  at  church  on  Sun- 
days, mainly  to  ingratiate  himself  with  the  Blagat- 
china,  who  had  good  cause  to  be  lenient  with  a  man 
enamored  of  the  bottle.     He  could  not  be  severe 
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in  3enouncing  a  frailty  which  he  himself  could  not 
conquer. 

Gusback  did  not  abuse  his  wife  Katarinka,  but  he 
substantiated  his  reputation  for  house-breaking  in 
so  conspicuous  a  manner  that  the  stanovoy  gave 
him  the  choice  between  a  public  flogging  or  leaving 
the  city  forever.  The  police  were  determined  to 
clear  their  district  of  the  pest,  Wasefifsky's  influence 
notwithstanding.  The  occasion  of  this  ultimatum 
was  the  disappearance  of  costly  articles  from  the 
church  of  a  village  in  the  neighborhood,  and  their 
discovery  at  Gusback's  house.  "Thou  art  com- 
manded to  quit  the  city  at  once,  never  to  return, 
or  thou  wilt  be  given  one  hundred  lashes  in  the 
open  market  place,"  spoke  the  magistrate,  and  Gus- 
back lost  no  time  in  removing  himself.  Thus  was 
it  reserved  for  Goldy  to  be  paraded  as  the  only 
trophy  of  Wasefifsky's  triumph. 

Goldy  had  his  sober  hours;  not  because  he  en- 
joyed sobriety,  or  had  the  least  aversion  to  drunk- 
enness, but  because  the  tavern-keeper  would  not 
trust  him,  and  because  Lisanka,  driven  to  exaspera- 
tion by  poverty  and  blows,  took  the  aggressive,  so 
that  the  proselyte  appeared  one  day  with  black 
eyes,  a  swollen  face  and  a  bandaged  head.  The 
young  mother  had  not  alone  to  care  for  her  own 
baby,  but  her  parents  having  succumbed  to  a  fatal 
disease,  an  orphan  sister  of  nine  years  added  to  her 
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domestic  responsibilities.  Lisanka  was  as  loving  a 
sister  as  she  was  a  brave  housewife,  and  her  friends 
at  the  parsonage  saved  her  from  starvation.  The 
poor  woman  made  the  best  of  her  deplorable  situa- 
tion, feeding  a  detested  husband  who  was  too  lazy 
to  earn  enough  to  have  himself  shaved.  The  thief 
looked  like  a  hedgehog,  but  his  propensity  for 
stealing  was  subdued  by  his  established  notoriety 
as  a  drunkard  and  a  felon,  so  that  he  could  not 
dispose  of  anything  he  might  have  stolen.  Goldy 
was  doomed  to  be  honest.  He  would  hang  about 
the  tavern  in  the  hope  of  being  treated  by  some 
inebriate,  and,  disappointed  in  this  expectation, 
would  return  to  his  cheerless  home  full  of  vicious 
temper,  but  continuing  passive,  having  learned  at 
last  to  respect  Lisanka's  ready  fist  and  nails.  In 
the  dastard  there  was  a  combination  of  the  lazy  liar 
and  depraved  felon,  and  hatred  of  children  was  a 
trait  of  his  wicked  nature.  His  own  infant  he  never 
touched;  for  his  wife's  little  sister  he  entertained  an 
abhorrence  equalled  only  by  his  detestation  of  work 
and  prayer. 

It  was  in  one  of  those  sober  and  sombre  moments 
that  Goldy's  ear  caught  the  malicious  accusation  of 
the  Blagatchina  and  his  co-workers  that  Lewick 
had  robbed  the  church  for  the  benefit  of  the  syna- 
gogue, and  that  there  was  going  to  be  a  reckoning 
with  the  builder.  The  apostate  remembered  the 
17 
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flogging-  he  had  received  from  Lewick's  hand,  and, 
tired  of  his  wretched  idleness,  he  went  about  brood- 
ing over  a  scheme  calculated  to  incriminate  the 
Jews,  especially  the  Builder.  What  might  not  re- 
sult for  him  from  a  fierce  rising  of  a  furious  mob 
against  the  people  he  hated?  There  was  sure  to 
be  arson,  plunder,  outrage  and  slaughter,  and  he 
would  be  in  the  thick  of  the  riot,  with  the  likelihood 
of  bettering  his  miserable  condition.  The  idea  daz- 
zled him.  The  season  was  most  opportune  for  the 
realization  of  this  nefarious  plan,  and  he  acted  on 
the  first  impulse.  Wholly  dehumanized  by  a  crim- 
inal career,  Goldy  did  not  recoil  from  the  thought 
of  murder  implied  by  his  purpose.  Had  he  not 
often  heard  the  Jews  speak  with  horror  of  the  red 
spectre  known  as  the  blood-accusation?  And  did 
not  the  superstitious  populace  maintain  that  Chris- 
tian blood  was  mixed  with  the  unleavened  cakes 
eaten  on  the  Jewish  passover?  Here  was  his  op- 
portunity. If  he  secured  human  blood,  smuggled 
it  into  the  quarter  of  those  he  hated,  who  on  earth 
could  disprove  the  guilt  of  those  thus  inculpated? 
And  was  not  there  Lisanka*s  orphaned  sister  to  get 
rid  of? 

Goldy's  imagination  was  kindled  by  the  prospect 
of  assured  vengeance  and  pillage,  but  the  child  had 
to  be  abducted  by  some  artifice,  and  for  this  design 
an  accomplice  was  required,  Lisanka  being  too 
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watchful  to  be  easily  circumvented.  He  did  not 
possess  her  confidence  and  might  well  be  charged 
with  the  crime,  unless  things  were  planned  and  car- 
ried out  so  astutely  that  not  the  least  suspicion 
should  fall  on  him.  Gusback,  who  had  likewise  to 
settle  an  account  with  Lewick,  had  to  be  drawn 
into  the  secret,  and  was  therefore  looked  up,  and, 
nothing  loth,  asked  to  become  an  accomplice. 

Among  the  wedding  presents  Lisanka  had  re- 
ceived to  adorn  her  home  were  two  icons  of  Jesus 
and  Mary  which,  as  is  the  case  in  every  dwelling  of 
the  Russian  faithful,  look  down  from  the  most  hon- 
ored and  consecrated  corner  on  the  kneeling  wor- 
shippers. Goldy  abhorred  the  sacred  images,  and 
would  spit  at  them  as  often  as  he  was  alone  and  in. 
a  gloomy  mood,  which  came  over  him  when  he  re- 
called the  fact  that  his  apostasy  did  not  realize  the 
jolly  times  he  had  promised  himself. 

One  morning  Lisanka  was  not  a  little  sur- 
prised to  find  her  husband  on  his  knees  before  the 
icons,  lost  in  prayer,  and  her  surprise  passed  into 
wonder,  when,  rising  from  his  lowly  posture,  he 
kissed  her  hand  and  begged  to  be  forgiven  for  hav- 
ing so  long  been  remiss  in  his  marital  obligations. 
"He  has  been  last  night  to  see  me,  and  I  have  seen 
enough  to  abandon  the  ways  of  sin,"  said  Goldy, 
with  a  deep  sigh,  his  eyes  turned  toward  the  holy 
paintings. 
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"Who  is  it  thou  art  speaking  of?"  asked  the 
astonished  wife. 

"Who!  He  there,  whom  the  Jews  crucified,  who 
died  for  our  sins,  for  all  men's  sins.  They  were 
horrid  things  that  he  made  me  look  at,  and  others 
that  were  the  prettiest  I  had  ever  seen.  I  was  to 
choose  between  hell  and  heaven;  dost  thou  not  see? 
that  was  the  thing,  and  I  have  made  my  choice;  no 
fun  for  me  hereafter;  church  and  prayer,  and  love 
for  my  wife  and  child,"  asserted  Goldy  with  a  mien 
that  would  have  inspired  Peter  the  Hermit. 

The  mujik's  credulity  in  the  matter  of  miracles 
is  truly  phenomenal  in  the  whole  tale  of  supersti- 
tion, scarcely  excelled  by  the  weird  imaginings  of 
the  barbarous  Oriental.  A  hundred  freaks  and 
tricks  of  the  devil  are  spoken  of  in  the  Empire  of 
the  Czar  as  actual  realities,  and  relics  of  saints  are 
paraded  and  exhibited  for  the  edification  of  the 
populace  who  flock  to  celebrated  shrines  to  be 
cured  of  the  incurable,  contributing  freely  to  those 
wonder-doing  institutions.  These  miraculous 
cures  are  the  talk  of  the  simple-minded  peasantry. 
Hearing  is  restored  to  the  deaf,  sight  to  the  blind, 
the  use  of  his  limbs  to  the  lame,  and  exorcism  by 
incantation  is  by  no  means  rare. 

That  a  lukewarm  convert  to  the  holy  Church 
should  receive  a  warning  and  a  revelation  was  noth- 
ing to  marvel  at,  and  Goldy's  crude  imagination 
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drew  a  picture  of  a  hell  and  a  heaven  such  as  the 
country  folks  are  trained  to  believe  in  by  the  lower 
clergy.  Jesus  had  awakened  him  from  sleep  and 
carried  him  through  a  black  tunnel  to  a  continent 
of  brimstone,  with  lakes  of  boiling  pitch,  rivers  of 
blood,  forests  of  live  trees  without  leaves,  but  with 
branches  that  hissed  like  snakes  and  spat  venom, 
and  legions  of  goblins  who  boiled  reprobates  in 
caldrons  filled  with  gall.  Others  were  dragged 
about  by  iron  hooks  over  rugged  grounds  of  hot 
flint,  and  torn  by  hell-hounds  who  ran  after  them 
in  packs.  The  paradise  shown  him  was  an  unmeas- 
ured palace  bright  and  warm,  containing  countless 
galleries  with  golden  chairs,  each  one  before  a  table 
set  with  the  dainties  of  a  royal  board,  the  dishes  and 
the  beverages  renewing  themselves  as  soon  as  they 
were  consumed.  He  was  told,  "Either  this,  or  the 
other,"  and  the  abuse  of  Lisanka  was  declared  one 
of  his  capital  sins,  to  be  atoned  for  by  the  kindest 
treatment  he  was  capable  of.  That  he  had  wit 
enough  to  prefer  a  seat  in  the  heavenly  palace  to 
a  sojourn  in  the  black  pit  was  a  guarantee  for  his 
future  good  behavior. 

WasefTsky  was  informed  of  the  convert's  vision 
and  change  of  heart,  and  poor  Lisanka's  confidence 
in  her  husband's  sincerity  returned.  She  took  his 
paternal  anxiety  about  her  baby's  comfort,  and  the 
caresses  he  lavished  on  her  little  sister  Bianka  as 
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patent  evidence  of  a  radical  transformation,  and 
bore  with  his  laziness  as  a  lesser  evil  likely  to  meet 
its  remedy  in  time.  If  he  did  not  work,  he  at  least 
cared  for  the  safety  of  the  little  ones  during  her 
absence.  The  unhappy  woman  derived  the  most 
of  her  subsistence  from  work  done  at  the  residence 
of  the  Blagatchina. 

Under  this  changed  condition  in  Goldy's  do- 
mestic relations  it  came  to  pass  that  on  the  selfsame 
•eve  when  the  Jews  of  Vietka  were  engaged  in  clear- 
ing out  ceremoniously  the  last  morsal  of  leavened 
bread  from  their  dwellings,  Lisanka,  on  returning 
home  from  a  day*s  hard  labor  found  her  husband 
in  a  state  of  great  despair.  He  had  taken  a  nap  in 
the  afternoon  and  woke  up  to  find  that  little  Bianka 
had  disappeared.  He  had  looked  about  for  her  in 
all  the  neighboring  streets  and  alleys,  had  asked  the 
people  if  they  had  seen  gypsies  thereabout,  had 
found  no  trace  of  the  child,  but  had  been  told  that 
some  bearded  fellows  had  hung  about  their  home, 
and  had  later  been  seen  to  steal  off  with  a  sack  on 
the  back  of  one  of  them.  Lisanka  rushed  to  the 
parsonage  to  give  the  alarm,  and  WasefiFsky,  having 
advised  her  to  keep  quiet,  notified  the  police  of  the 
child's  abduction,  and  hinted  significantly  that  it 
was  proper  to  bear  in  mind  that  the  Jews  were  on 
the  eve  of  celebrating  their  Passover.  His  local 
assistants  took  the  hint  the  moment  the  likelihood 
18 
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of  the  thing  dawned  on  them,  and  the  deacons  and 
subdeacons  noised  it  about  that  a  Christian  child 
had  been  slaughtered  by  the  Jews  for  ritualistic 
purposes. 

The  police  made  a  thorough  search  throughout 
the  remotest  ends  of  the  city,  omitting  no  ruined 
house  or  whatever  could  afford  shelter  to  a  child 
gone  astray,  but  the  night  passed  and  no  trace  of 
her  was  found.  Wild  with  grief,  Lisanka  rushed 
about  from  house  to  house,  clamoring,  "My  sister, 
my  sister,  they  have  killed  my  poor  little  sister — 
the  Jews  have  killed  her  to  drink  her  blood !" 

The  disappearance  of  the  child  was  bruited  about 
throughout  the  entire  town,  and  Goldy,  without 
committing  himself,  threw  out  hints  as  to  the  prob- 
ability of  the  child's  fate.  The  stanovoy  had  his 
misgivings,  and  took  measures  to  meet  the  exi- 
gency. In  the  Jewish  quarter  they  were  too  busy 
to  notice  the  unusual  activity  of  the  police,  so  that 
the  sun  set  on  a  congregation  wholly  ignorant  of  the 
dreadful  crime  laid  to  their  charge.  Providence 
furnished  the  chief  of  police  with  a  clue  to  the  con- 
spiracy by  Gusback's  timely  arrest  and  the  scrap  of 
paper  which  the  villain  meant  to  be  conclusive  evi- 
dence of  the  murder. 

Meanwhile  the  churchmen  heaped  fuel  on  the 
fire,  and  we  have  seen  the  rabble  in  a  fury,  after  the 
child  had  been  found,  bearing  unmistakable  proof 
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of  murder  most  atrocious.  The  crime  had  to  be 
accounted  for.  That  the  Jews  had  slain  the  child 
the  frenzied  populace  had  no  doubt,  and  would 
have  proceeded  to  bloody  reprisals  had  not  the  vig- 
orous steps  the  stanovoy  had  taken  checkmated  the 
malice  of  the  clerical  ringleaders  by  an  iron  hand. 
Convinced,  as  was  the  stanovoy,  of  Lewick's  inno- 
cence, he  deemed  it  prudent  to  have  the  threatened 
family  in  his  safe-keeping,  and  also  to  have  the 
Rabbi  removed  from  the  possible  danger  of  being 
injured  by  an  exasperated  mob.  The  struggle  was 
now  between  law  and  order  on  one  side  and  a 
hydra-headed  madness  on  the  other.  The  agitation 
spread  to  the  neighboring  villages  and  the  peas- 
antry, ever  ready  to  take  advantage  of  a  disturb- 
ance, armed  and  hurried  to  the  city.  They  were 
doomed  to  disappointment.  The  stanovoy  appealed 
to  the  military  authorities,  and  the  first  Passover 
day  saw  a  battalion  on  duty,  parading  the  streets, 
with  orders  to  disperse  the  mob  and  suppress  every 
indication  of  riot.  Between  the  knout  and  the 
bayonet  there  was  no  chance  for  the  popular  fury 
to  vent  itself.  The  Blagatchina  gnashed  his  teeth  in 
rage.  Could  it  be  the  will  of  the  orthodox  Czar 
that  his  good  Christian  soldiers  should  be  employed 
in  the  unspeakable  business  of  protecting  blood- 
thirsty Jews?  Impossible!  Impossible!  "A  Judas 
bargain  has  been  struck;  the  Jews  bribed  the  half- 
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Jew,"  cried  Waseffsky  in  desperate  impotence. 
Vietka  looked  as  though  it  was  in  a  state  of  siege, 
and  warnings  were  posted,  forbidding  the  people 
to  gather  together  in  the  streets. 

The  scrap  of  paper  in  the  stanovoy^s  possession 
suggested  the  possibility  of  the  Blagatchina's  im- 
plication in  the  conspiracy,  and  it  occurred  to  the 
sagacious  officer  that  it  might  not  be  amiss  to  ar- 
rest Goldy,  and,  together  with  Gusback,  subject 
him  to  a  rigorous  cross-examination,  that  is  to  an 
interrogation  under  torture.  The  paper  bore  the 
words:  "Look  for  Christian  blood  in  the  house  of 
the  Jew-Builder  Lewick;  no  pay  for  churches  to  a 
Christ-killer."  The  lash  was  lustily  applied  to  their 
backs,  and  Gusback  was  forced  to  betray  his  com- 
plicity in  the  crime  by  scribbling  words  like  those 
on  the  paper,  a  process  which  identified  him  as  the 
author  of  the  warning,  thus  furnishing  the  clue  to 
the  real  perpetrators  of  the  murder.  Lisanka  was 
summoned  to  bear  testimony  in  reference  to  the 
conduct  of  her  husband  prior  to  the  murder  of  the 
child,  and  her  evidence  was  tatamount  to  an  ar- 
raignment of  the  gravest  nature.  In  a  strong  de- 
fence of  his  people  Rabbi  Bear  succeeded  in  im- 
pressing the  judges  with  the  truth,  that  the  use  of 
any  blood  whatsoever  was  contrary  to  Israel's  law, 
and  that  the  widespread  and  persistent  calumny 
was  traceable  to  ancient  Rome  at  the  beginning 
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of  the  Christian  era,  when  the  votaries  of  the  cross 
were  persecuted  under  the  charge  of  slaying 
heathen  children  to  drink  their  blood  as  a  symbol 
of  Christ's  vicarious  atonement. 

There  was  a  hush  in  the  court  when  the  presiding 
judge  summed  up  the  evidence  in  the  case,  and  hav- 
ing cleared  Lewick  of  all  implication'in  the  crime, 
sentenced  Gusback  to  hang  by  the  neck  until  life 
should  be  extinct,  and  Goldy  to  work  twenty  years 
in  the  mines  of  Siberia.  Waseflfsky  was  sharply  re- 
buked for  abetting  criminals  and  furthering  slander. 

"It  was  not  thus  that  our  blessed  Redeemer, 
whom  you  batiouchka,  vowed  to  follow,  treated 
those  who  would  not  accept  his  Messiahship.  The 
Church  of  God  will  stand  without  the  props  of 
persecution  and  misrepresentation."  Turning  to 
the  culprits,  the  judge  added  that  he  would  close 
the  trial  with  an  appeal  to  the  Czar's  mercy,  pro- 
vided they  would  make  a  full  confession  of  the 
murder,  giving  the  motive  of  the  crime,  and  the  de- 
tails of  its  execution.  To  the  indescribable  confu- 
sion of  the  local  clergy,  who  were  out  in  force  at 
the  trial,  Goldy  exposed  the  hideous  wickedness  of 
his  heart  by  an  unvarnished  tale  of  his  conversion, 
its  motive,  his  scandalous  conduct  before  and  after, 
his  detestation  of  both  church  and  synagogue,  his 
fabrication  of  the  vision,  his  motive  for  and  the  de- 
tails of  Bianka's  murder  in  conjunction  with  Gus- 
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back,  to  whom  he  had  delivered  the  child  for 
slaughter,  charging  the  Blagatchina  with  the  indi- 
rect suggestion  of  the  crime.  And,  as  if  to  outdo 
his  accomplice  in  effrontery,  having  outdone  him 
in  atrocity,  Gusback  gave  a  hideous  account  of  the 
child's  immolation,  dwelling  on  her  agonies.  He 
had  had  snakes  in  his  house,  with  which  he  juggled 
for  money,  and  he  had  enclosed  one  of  them  in 
the  package  to  frighten  him  who  should  open  it,  so 
that  by  breaking  the  vessel  and  spilling  the  fluid, 
it  were  impossible  to  disprove  the  guilt  of  the  family 
in  whose  midst  it  should  be  found. 

Waseffsky  limped  out  of  the  court,  accompanied 
by  his  clerical  friends,  all  crestfallen  and  humiliated, 
while  "for  the  Jews  there  was  light  and  joy,  with 
gladness  and  honor." 

The  evening  following  the  new  synagogue  was 
crowded  and  the  air  was  stirred  by  praise  and 
thanksgiving,  grateful  tears  flowing  freely.  Lewick 
occupied  his  place  of  prominence,  but  his  face  was 
turned  toward  the  wall  in  ardent  prayer  for  the  life 
of  his  wife.  The  prisoners  had  all  been  set  free,  but 
deliverance  came  too  late  for  the  mother  of  the 
Builder's  family.  Fright,  suspense,  separation  from 
her  husband  and  older  children,  prison  air,  sleepless 
nights,  bad  food,  all  conspired  to  snap  the  thread 
of  her  impaired  vitality.  Bear  found  her  in  the 
last  stage  of  dissolution,  but  not  unprepared  to  die; 
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and  before  she  breathed  her  last  she  intimated  to 
the  Rabbi  that  the  righteous  Hannah  had  fore- 
shadowed to  her  in  a  dream  the  outcome  of  the 
trial.  Fired  by  the  vivid  memory  of  the  vision  she 
had  had,  the  color  returned  to  the  cheeks  of  the 
sinking  woman,  and  she  chained  the  Rabbi's  atten- 
tion by  telling  of  the  weird  phantom  sh*e  had  seen. 
In  a  voice  hollow  yet  resonant,  the  dying  woman 
began: 

"Methought  I  was  thrown  from  an  airy  height 
into  a  shattered  world  buried  in  darkness  and  si- 
lence, except  a  glimmer  from  afar  which  made  the 
desolation  awful  to  behold.  As  I  was  roaming 
about  aimlessly  I  found  myself  suddenly  before  a 
yawning  chasm,  and,  repelled  by  the  mephitic 
fumes  which  issued  from  its  bottomless  deep,  I 
made  a  desperate  effort  to  retrace  my  steps  when 
a  forbidding  shape  emerged  from  the  darkness  of 
the  abyss,  bearing  the  semblance  of  WasefTsky,  who 
seized  me  violently  and  hurled  me  headlong  into 
the  blackness.  But  the  fall  carried  me  into  a  region 
of  mellow  light  in  the  heart  of  a  radiant  island  rich 
in  the  delightful  forms  of  God's  perfect  creation. 
It  was  a  valley  hemmed  in  by  mountains  covered 
with  forests  of  sweet-smelling  blossoms,  teeming 
with  glowing  fruit,  while  right  and  left  gentler  ac- 
clivities were  studded  with  shrubs  exhibiting  a 
blaze  of  flowers  above  a  sea  of  delicious  green.  Yet 
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the  expanse  that  fascinated  the  eye  was  a  bound- 
less mirror  of  placid  water.  In  this  I  longed  to 
bathe,  but  found  my  weight  lighter  than  the  fluid 
whereon  I  rested,  an  airy  being  all  transfigured. 
Lost  in  wonder  at  the  transcendent  beauty  of  my 
dazzling  image  reflected  in  the  unruffled  tide,  I 
failed  to  perceive  that  the  flood  had  wafted  me  to- 
ward a  rocky  islet.  Here  once  more  the  B  la  gat- 
china  faced  me,  this  time  clad  in  red,  a  deadly 
weapon  in  hand,  pointing  to  a  pool  of  moving 
blood.  'Save  her,  save  her,'  cried  a  voice  from  be- 
hind a  thicket  of  withered  foliage  and  dried 
branches.  At  the  cry  the  demon  frowned  and  van- 
ished. In  a  trice  the  thicket  turned  green  like  the 
birch  in  May,  and  the  pool  of  blood  looked  as  pure 
as  azure.  'She  is  saved,  they  are  saved,'  responded 
a  chorus  of  sweet  voices,  and  the  next  moment 
Hannah  held  me  in  her  embrace.  With  a  host  of 
blissful  beings  she  came  to  welcome  me  in  their 
abode  of  felicity,  beaming  and  rejoicing  in  their 
blessedness.  'See  the  wicked  yonder  descend  into 
the  womb  of  Abaddon,'  said  Hannah,  and  her  blest 
companions  turned  their  faces  toward  the  mouth 
of  a  black  gulf  which  had  suddenly  opened  at  our 
feet,  as  though  the  islet  had  a  prodigious  jaw,  which 
yawned  to  devour  the  outcasts  of  this  earth.  And 
what  did  I  see?  Chained  by  their  necks,  one  to  the 
other,  Wasefifsky,  Gusback  and  Goldy  were  slowly 
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dragged  down  by  a  hideous  form  into  the  abysmal 
deep,  their  bodies  writhing  and  their  faces  distorted 
in  agony.  'She  is  saved — they  are  saved,*  repeated 
the  chorus,  and  when  I  woke  from  my  dream  I 
knew  that  Hannah  had  saved  us." 

With  the  close  of  the  last  phrase  death  settled  on 
the  woman's  face  and  the  Rabbi  had  bdrely  time  to 
utter  the  Shcmang  ("proclaim  God's  unity")  before 
her  soul  took  wing  for  the  impenetrable  beyond. 
Lewick  had  the  sympathy  of  the  entire  community, 
but  his  great  sorrow  was  beyond  comfort. 

At  first  the  Builder  did  not  think  that  he  could 
survive  his  affliction,  but  as  time  began  to  pour  its 
healing  balm  into  his  wound  he  conceived  an  idea, 
a  grand  idea,  which,  having  revolved  it  in  his  mind 
for  weeks,  he  finally  submitted  to  Hayim's  con- 
sideration, who  entered  into  the  project  with  fever- 
ish enthusiasm;  for  Hayim  never  did  things  by 
halves.  The  inspiration  came  to  Lewick  on  a  Sab- 
bath some  weeks  after  his  wife's  death  at  a  moment 
when  Hayim,  without  alluding  to  the  dream  of  the 
lamented  woman  which  unconsciously  colored  his 
theosophical  rhapsody,  glowed  with  ecstacy  as, 
with  his  eyes  closed  and  lips  moving  in  holy  rapture, 
he  transported  his  entranced  hearers  through  the 
seven  mansions  of  hell,  emerged  triumphantly  from 
the  infernal  regions,  where  Samael  the  Beast  and 
Lilith  the  Harlot  were  left  to  their  despair,  and, 
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having  arranged  things  in  the  nether  world  to  suit 
himself,  he  proposed  to  scale  the  heavens  by  the 
ladder  of  Jacob's  vision,  it  being  the  central  spot 
of  the  material  universe,  the  only  point  in  lower 
creation  where  the  "Eternal  Unbounded  deigned 
to  reveal  Himself  in  His  unutterable  splendor." 

It  was  the  first  time  that  Lewick  became  con- 
scious of  his  power  to  do  a  thing  which  only  few 
could  dream  of  realizing,  and  as  the  plan  held  out 
a  hope  of  spiritual  consolation  in  his  widowed  exist- 
ence, he  concluded  to  lose  no  time  in  carrying  out 
what  he  considered  to  be  the  final  goal  of  his  life. 
Had  not  Providence  given  him  suf^cient  means  to 
efifect  a  radical  change  in  his  situation?  The 
Builder  had  no  doubt  that  the  inspiration  came 
from  on  high,  and  Hayim  did  not  hesitate  to  con- 
firm him  in  this  belief.  "This  will  be  a  great  step 
nearer  God,  yea,  and  nearer  those  blessed  souls 
who  are  awaiting  our  coming  in  the  world  of 
spirit,"  closed  Hayim  in  hearty  approval  of  Lew- 
ick's  magnificent  plan.  Since  the  overthrow  of 
the  Judean  state  by  Titus  Vespasianus,  Lewick's 
dream  has  been  the  sweet  vision  of  Israel  in  dis- 
persion, but  he  was  one  of  the  few  who  had  the 
means  to  realize  it. 


FOURTEENTH  CHAPTER. 

A  Singular  Pilgrim. 

On  the  dial  of  eternity  Time's  crawling  hand 
pointed  to  the  year  1862,  that  is  over  a  quarter  of 
a  century  since  the  blood  nightmare  had  terrified 
the  Plebrews  of  Vietka,  and  new  conditions  require 
us  to  shift  our  scene  from  semi-barbarous  Muscovy 
to  the  most  hallowed  but  least  enlightened  empire 
of  the  indolent  Orient.  Those  were  years  stirred 
by  great  events.  The  restless  waves  of  the  human 
ocean,  undisturbed  by  the  myriads  that  had  passed 
into  the  night  which  knows  no  dawn,  continued  to 
fret,  fume,  clash  and  break  one  against  the  other, 
annihilating  fleets  and  armies,  devastating  prov- 
inces, wiping  out  boundaries,  tearing  down  king- 
doms and  changing  the  maps  of  continents.  Be- 
tween the  downfall  of  Poland  and  the  fall  of  Sebas- 
topol  a  score  of  pitched  battles  had  been  fought  on 
European  and  Asiatic  land  and  sea,  but  the  vic- 
tories won  by  the  Russ  over  the  Pole,  the  Briton 
over  the  Afghan  and  the  Hindoo,  and  the  allied 
powers  over  the  Czar,  are  as  naught,  compared  with 
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the  triumphs  human  genius  was  achieving  in  the 
domain  of  science  and  exploration.  For  it  was 
during  that  span  that  man  finally  succeeded  in  har- 
nessing the  elements  to  carry  him  athwart  space 
with  the  might  of  thunder  and  the  velocity  of  the 
cyclone.  He  made  lightning  his  messenger  and  so 
armed  his  mortal  vision  that  immensity  could  no 
longer  hide  all  her  secrets  from  his  searching  eye. 
Humboldt's  and  Goethe's  passing  spirits  left  a  trail 
of  transcendent  glory  on  the  human  horizon. 
Carlyle,  Tennyson,  Victor  Hugo,  Emerson,  and 
many  lesser  lights  caused  the  world  to  pause  and 
wonder  at  the  brilliance  of  the  late  luminaries. 
"Das  Leben  Jesu,"  by  Strauss,  struck  the  strong- 
hold of  the  church  like  a  bursting  meteor.  In  the 
pale  of  the  Synagogue  there  was  easier  breathing 
here  and  there  and  heavy  oppression  elsewhere, 
with  a  rising  tendency  to  shake  ofi  the  dust  of  stag- 
nant exclusiveness,  and  allow  the  light  of  the  age 
to  soften  the  crust  placed  over  Jewry  by  the  perse- 
cution of  centuries.  But  the  heroes  of  our  story 
remained  unaffected  by  the  events  referred  to,  and 
the  thread  of  our  narrative  necessitates  our  sojourn- 
ing a  little  in  sight  of  the  Holy  mountain. 

Dream  of  Israel's  golden  age,  how  didst  thou  turn 
into  a  nightmare!  Beautiful  Zion,  if  thy  Solomonic 
and  Herodian  splendors  were  as  dazzling  as  thy 
widowhood  is  mournful,  thy  physiognomy  stern, 
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and  thy  wooers  repellent,  then  must  thou  indeed 
have  been  the  gem  of  the  world,  a  heavenly  city! 

Little  if  anything  is  to  be  discerned  in  modem 
Jerusalem  of  God^s  ancient  city,  and  the  same  ap- 
plies to  the  entire  land  of  the  Prophets.  At  this 
hour  we  can  go  from  San  Francisco  to  the  very 
gate  of  new  Zion  by  steam.  Palestine  in  the  garb 
she  had  worn  for  a  hundred  generations  is  now 
punctured  by  telegraph  poles,  and  her  prophetic  at- 
mosphere is  profaned  by  the  sweep  and  roar  of  the 
locomotive.  The  camel  runs  wild  at  sight  of  the 
fire-eating  monster,  and  the  Turk  stops  his  crooked 
stick  from  plowing  to  marvel  how  that  thing  of  the 
devil  is  doing  the  work  of  a  thousand  horses! 
What  cannot  the  infidels  invent!  Talk  of  the  won- 
ders of  genii!  Is  not  that  whizzing  and  whistling, 
and  hissing  and  pufifing  prodigy  a  match  for  any 
miracle* told  in  the  Arabian  Nights?  Ah,  it  is  Eblis 
who  favors  the  infidels! 

Our  train  lands  us  before  Zion's  Jaflfa  Gate. 
Soldiers  guard  the  entrance  to  the  holy  city.  We 
are  in  the  midst  of  a  smeary,  noisy,  bewildering, 
bewildered,  thirsty,  swearing,  pushing,  elbowing, 
kicking  and  gesticulating  mass,  including  a  goodly 
percentage  of  camels,  horses  and  donkeys,  and  we 
hesitate  for  a  moment  to  decide  which  of  the  ani- 
mals are  the  most  decent  as  to  appearance  and  de- 
corum, the  quadrepeds  or  bipeds.    Our  decision  is 
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in  favor  of  the  philosophic  ass,  who,  unlike  the  ever 
discontented  dromedary,  takes  his  kicks  stoically 
resigned.  The  furnace  heat  of  the  atmosphere  and 
the  Babel  of  confusion  suggest  the  expediency  of 
entering  the  city  of  poetry,  revelation  and 
prophecy.  But  oh,  for  the  disenchantment!  Oh,  for 
the  spices  of  the  Queen  of  Sheba  to  sweeten  those 
pestilential  odors!  And  we  have  been  warned  to 
beware  of  the  water  we  are  longing  for;  it  is  poison 
to  the  resident,  death  to  the  stranger. 

Within  two  hundred  and  ten  acres  of  hilly 
ground,  dominated  by  higher  spurs  of  dry  sterility, 
we  survey,  from  our  elevated  standpoint,  a  con- 
glomeration of  gray  dwellings  surrounded  by  a 
high  wall,  which  is  the  fortress,  for  want  of  another 
name.  The  stony  monotony  of  the  sight  is  some- 
what relieved  by  the  varied  towers  of  sacred  edifices, 
domes,  minarets,  spires,  surmounted  by  the  cross  or 
the  crescent.  A  sixth  of  the  entire  space  is  circum- 
scribed by  another  wall  as  the  inviolable  Haram, 
sacred  ground  accessible  only  to  Moslem  fidelity 
and  devotion.  The  whole  is  a  sight  devoid  of 
charm,  and  we  wonder  whether,  in  her  palmy  days, 
Zion  had  ever  been  as  beautiful  as  in  the  poetic  tale 
thereof. 

Now  let  us  roam  a  little  among  the  maze  of  men 
and  things  within  the  gates.  Buildings  high, 
almost     unwindowed,     and     flat-roofed;     streets 
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crooked,  narrow,  miserably  paved  if  paved  at  all; 
unclean,  covered  here  and  there  to  serve  as  bazaars; 
wretched  shops,  dense  throngs,  beggars  and 
squalor  wherever  the  eye  turns,  shabby  faces,  shab- 
bier garments,  with  a  conspicuous  sprinkling  of 
the  wealthy,  the  proud  and  the  strong.  Turk,  Kurd 
and  Arab  attract  attention  by  their  seff-conscious 
bearing  not  less  than  their  picturesque  headgear 
and  colored  raiment.  Veiled  women  of  Moslem 
sanctity,  gliding  like  mute  ghosts  among  the  living; 
bare-headed,  unbearded  monks,  heavy-bearded 
priests,  long-bearded  Jews,  some  mounted,  others 
on  foot,  travellers  of  every  land  and  every  tongue, 
worshippers  of  every  creed,  costumes  of  every  de- 
scription, faces  of  every  type,  combine  to  form  that 
great  kaleidoscope  of  ever-changing  form  and 
color  which  gives  the  life  of  new  Zion  a  fascination 
to  the  stranger  unknown  to  thousands  therein  who 
depend  for  their  daily  bread  on  charity.  Neither 
has  the  pilgrim  an  eye  for  the  panorama  of  shape, 
change,  hue,  combination  and  contrast.  His  is  the 
hunger  to  be  fed  by  fabulous  tales  and  legends  con- 
cocted by  fraudulent  priests,  who  derive  a  revenue 
from  the  perpetuation  of  incredible  miracles,  such 
as  the  discovery  of  the  true  cross,  and  the  holy  fire 
which  is  seen  at  Easter  by  a  multitude  of  dupes  in 
the  Church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre.  The  tourist 
alone  is  the  one  who  enjoys  the  sights,  the  unique 


288  The  Archierey  of  Samara 

scenes,  coupled  with  the  reminiscences  they  con- 
jure. To  the  orthodox  Jew  the  tale  and  woe  asso- 
ciated with  the  place  are  genuine;  to  him  Zion  is 
the  holy  city  indeed,  and  hither  he  migrates  when 
he  can,  to  spend  his  last  days  in  study  and  prayer, 
to  weep  before  the  ruin  of  his  ancient  Sanctuary, 
and  to  be  buried  in  the  soil  consecrated  by  the 
deeds,  the  heroism  and  the  bones  of  the  most  illus- 
trious of  ancestries. 

Toward  the  close  of  the  year  1862  there  mingled 
among  a  company  of  wayworn  pilgrims  at  Jeru- 
salem a  person  whose  aspect  did  not  wear  the 
beaming  expression  of  holy  rapture  which  shone  in 
the  faces  of  his  companions,  especially  the  women, 
as  they  were  hurried  along  by  a  sanctimonious  cice- 
rone from  one  alleged  sacred  spot  to  another,  hav- 
ing crept  on  all  fours  along  the  slippery  floors  of 
the  Church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  passionately 
kissing  the  unwashed  stones,  and  bathing  them 
with  many  a  tear.  The  pilgrim  looked  about  him 
with  an  air  of  absent-mindedness,  and  when  the 
pious  ebullience  of  a  woman  drew  his  notice,  his 
facial  contractions  left  one  in  doubt  as  to  whether  it 
meant  sympathy;  or  pity,  or  contempt.  The  man 
was  obviously  an  entire  stranger  to  the  company, 
and  his  singular  demeanor  made  him  apparently 
unwelcome.  That  he  was  a  Christian  was  evident; 
that  the  surroundings  inspired  him  seemed  doubt- 
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ful.  As  the  sun  declined  the  problematic  pilgrim 
turned  his  back  on  the  others,  and  pursued  his  way 
uphill  toward  the  Mount  of  Olives,  his  destination 
being  the  hospice  within  the  shadow  of  the  g^eat 
Russian  Church.  He  knocked  for  admission,  and 
was  allowed  to  enter,  the  hour  being  the  one  for 
strangers  to  seek  shelter.  Neither  the 'man's  de- 
portment nor  his  language  was  in  harmony  with  his 
shabby  exterior.  A  person  in  the  fifties,  hair  and 
beard  untrimmed,  of  a  refined  physiognomy  illu- 
mined by  two  large,  deep  hazel  eyes,  he  impressed 
one  with  a  certain  superiority  which  people  feel 
when  they  chance  to  meet  a  prince  in  captivity, 
and  was  soon  engaged  in  conversation  with  the 
head  of  the  institution. 

"You  surprise  me;  this  is  the  first  time  in  my  ex- 
perience that  a  Christian  of  Russia  confesses  dis- 
appointment where  every  Catholic  bosom  glows 
with  sacred  ardor.  You  are  clearly  no  believer  in 
miracles,  and  out  of  place  in  this  city  hallowed  by 
the  footsteps  of  our  blessed  Lord,"  observed  the 
superior  of  the  hospice  in  a  tone  of  reprimand  and 
challenge. 

"If  you  will  permit  me  to  be  frank  I  will  say 
that  the  only  people  who  are  in  place  here  are  the 
Saracens  and  the  Hebrews.  The  Saracens  hold  this 
land  by  the  right  of  conquest;  the  Hebrews  claim 
it  ideally  by  the  right  of  historic  and  Scriptural 
19 
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primogeniture,  their  spiritual  cradle  having-  been 
rocked  on  Moriah.  They  have  a  genuine  relic  of 
fallen  grandeur  to  weep  over  sincerely.  What  have 
we  which  honest  research  had  not  cast  to  the  winds 
as  fables?  Excepting  the  fact  that  Christ  is  re- 
corded to  have  wept  over  the  impending  doom  of 
ancient  Zion — the  Zion  buried  under  mountains  of 
rubbish — we  have  but  myth  and  miracle,  tales  and 
legends  to  build  upon,"  retorted  the  pilgrim. 

"And  what  business  has  a  Russian  in  Jerusalem 
who  would  have  the  abominable  Turk  and  the 
odious  Jew  prevail  over  the  votaries  of  our  blessed 
Redeemer?''  asked  the  superior  sharply. 

"The  business  of  a  tourist  who  travels  to  study 
the  ways  of  the  wise  and  the  antics  of  the  dupes, 
and  has  found  the  wise  to  be  in  a  painful  minority, 
batiouchka/*  rejoined  the  unperturbed  pilgrim  in 
sarcastic  tones. 

"But  hunger  and  rags  seem  to  be  the  reward  of 
wisdom,  while  the  power  to  rule  and  be  happy  has 
been  left  to  the  unwise,"  emphasized  the  superior 
pointedly,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  pilgrim's  thread- 
bare garments. 

"Alas!  batioUchka,  the  goose  is  not  the  wisest  of 
birds,  nor  is  the  hog  the  noblest  of  brutes,  yet  they 
are  both  fat  and  happy — happy  in  their  hopeless 
stupidity;  they  are  types  of  the  slaves  who  rejoice 
in  their  fetters,  be  they  bodily  or  mental,  as  long 
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as  the  stomach  is  gratified,"  replied  the  pilgrim. 
Finding  that  he  was  not  winning  in  the  argument, 
the  priest  cut  the  discussion  short  by  hinting  that 
the  hospice  was  intended  to  harbor  good  Christians 
only,  and  others  would  better  seek  the  hospitality 
of  Turk  or  Jew  "Russia  is  a  vast  empire  and  her 
greatest  enemies  are  her  own  infidels,  the  eggs 
who  would  teach  the  hen  wisdom.  We  know  the 
kind,  who  have  learned  too  little  to  be  wise  and 
too  much  to  be  godly,"  was  the  final  retort  of  the 
superior. 

"It  is  this  spirit  of  rigid  intolerance  which  makes 
orthodox  Christianity  under  the  Czar's  rule  the 
bugbear  of  dissenters.  The  motto  is — swallow 
what  I  give  you  or  I  will  choke  you.  How  they  love 
each  other,  the  faithful  Christians,  who  are  gath- 
ered within  the  walls  wherein  the  Prince  of  Peace 
is  supposed  to  have  taught  peace  and  goodwill  to 
man!  But  for  the  hated  Turk,  would  they  not  fly 
at  each  other's  throats?  I  could  tell  you  a  tale  of 
Christian  love  that  would  make  your  blood  chill 
in  your  veins;  but  why  waste  time  and  words? 
You  shall  not  lavish  your  Christian  hospitality  on 
me;  no,  I  will  not  have  your  bread,  but  will  look  to 
the  Jew  or  the  Moslem  for  a  meal  and  a  night's 
rest.  Christian  though  I  am  born  and  bred.  Chris- 
tian to  the  core  of  my  heart.  Ah,  sweet,  blessed 
Christ,  celestial  dreamer  of  the  pure,  the  holy  and 
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the  divine  on  earth,  how  misunderstood,  how  mis- 
represented!" said  the  pilgrim  solemnly,  turning 
away  from  the  priest. 

With  the  descent  of  the  sun,  just  at  the  moment 
when  the  gates  of  the  city  were  to  be  shut  for  the 
night,  the  pilgrim  issued  from  the  portal  that  opened 
the  road  to  Bethlehem,  advancing  in  the  direction  of 
the  quaint  village  built  by  the  philanthropic  Monte- 
fiore  for  the  worthiest  of  his  humbler  brethren  who 
engage  in  tilling  the  ground.  As  twilight  passed 
into  the  deeper  shades  of  night,  the  lonely  wayfarer 
seemed  to  waver  and  swerve  in  his  walk,  while  his 
right  hand  rested  on  his  forehead,  as  though  it 
ached  or  he  were  dizzy.  That  this  was  the  case  be- 
came clear  when  he  threw  himself  on  the  nearest 
patch  of  green  by  the  sideway,  heaved  a  sigh, 
stretched  himself  face  downward  and  moaned, 
"Misery,  misery,  such  is  life!"  He  had  not  been 
long  on  the  ground  before  he  heard  the  approach 
of  mounted  travellers,  and  soon  saw  a  man  and 
a  woman  seated  on  camels,  led  by  a  driver.  The 
animals  were  stopped  the  instant  the  riders  heard 
the  moans  of  the  prostrate  figure,  and  the  man  dis- 
mounted to  see  if  he  could  afford  help.  Great  was 
his  astonishment  when  his  inquiries  were  answered 
in  pure  Hebrew. 

"Sir,  I  have  suffered  shipwreck  in  the  best  years 
of  my  life,  have  seen  privation  and  misery,  was 
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thrown  by  chance  on  the  shores  of  the  Holy  Land, 
have  found  my  way  to  Jerusalem  devoid  of  means, 
have  applied  to  the  Russian  hospice  for  a  meal  and 
a  night's  lodging,  and  was  obliged  to  leave  weak, 
hungry  and  thirsty  because  of  my  disbelieving 
things  which  he  who  presides  over  that  institution 
would  have  me  believe;  faint  am  I,  and  may  die 
here  on  the  road  if  you  will  not  help  me  to  shelter 
and  food.  Whatever  you  may  do  for  me,  I  pledge 
my  honor  to  repay  by  my  work,  and  I  am  a  man 
of  honor,  else  would  I  live  in  ease  and  luxury." 

The  rider,  who  stood  by  the  side  of  his  camel, 
appeared  touched  by  the  appeal  of  the  sick  and 
hungry  man,  and  he  turned  to  the  woman  for  a 
brief  consultation,  with  the  result  that,  after  a  few 
whispers,  he  assured  the  unfortunate  wayfarer  that, 
however  full  their  house,  and  whoever  he  be,  they 
would  not  leave  him  to  perish  in  the  dark  and  the 
cold.  *'We  have  a  bed  for  you  and  you  shall  have 
rest  and  peace  under  our  roof  until  your  recuper- 
ated strength  shall  enable  you  to  pursue  your  way 
whithersoever  you  wish  to  go.  Rise,  we  will  help 
you  on  this  camel;  I  can  walk  the  short  distance 
which  separates  us  from  our  home." 

When  the  pilgrim  found  himself  on  the  back  of 
the  rocking  animal  he  thought  that  the  whole  at- 
mosphere was  one  ocean  of  flitting  sparks,  and 
that  heaven  and  earth  were  in  the  act  of  exchang- 
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ing  places.  He  took  fast  hold  of  the  seat,  closed 
his  eyes  and  only  opened  them  when  the  camels 
came  to  a  halt  before  the  gate  of  an  enclosure  that 
had  in  the  background  a  commodious  building, 
situated  on  prominent  ground  about  a  hundred 
paces  north  of  the  road.  He  could  not  keep  his 
eyes  open  long  enough  to  perceive  flitting  lanterns, 
windows  showing  light,  shapes  hurrying  to  and  fro, 
the  whole  impressing  him  like  the  phantoms  of  a 
dream,  while  the  voices  sounded  in  his  ears  like 
those  he  had  heard  from  behind  a  thick  wall.  Then 
came  the  total  blankness  of  mind  that  steeps  the 
senses  in  utter  oblivion,  and  misery  lost  its  power 
over  him. 

How  a  resurrected  man  is  likely  to  feel  may  be 
dimly  gauged  by  him  who,  after  the  delirious  fevers 
of  a  draining  sickness  returns  to  consciousness  in 
the  midst  of  surroundings  and  attendants  he  has 
never  seen  before.  Such  was  the  pilgrim^s  experi- 
ence when  morning  arrived  after  the  night  that  had 
restored  him  to  his  senses.  Long  did  his  scrutin- 
izing gaze  pass  from  object  to  object;  from  his  clean 
bed  to  the  whitewashed  walls  of  the  cheerful  room, 
from  the  two  bright  windows  to  the  narrow  door, 
thence  to  the  plain  chairs  round  a  table  seen 
through  the  window  of  the  balcony,  with  a  woman 
at  it  knitting  or  sewing.  How  beautiful,  how  heal- 
ing God's  blessed  light!    Oh,  the  sweet  cheer  of 
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the  morning's  sun,  how  it  assuages  the  fears  en- 
gendered by  feverish  nightmares!  Then,  who  are 
they  who  are  thus  ministering  to  wretchedness,  as 
though  animated  by  the  spirit  of  the  meek,  the 
compassionate  Christ?  The  first  movement  of  the 
patient  brought  to  his  bedside  the  fine  womanly 
form  from  the  balcony,  who  had  her  eye  on  the 
sufferer  without  his  knowing  it. 

"What  may  I  do  for  you?"  spoke  the  attendant 
in  good  Russian,  and  in  a  voice  as  gentle  as  her 
looks.  She  was  a  person  nearer  forty  than  fifty, 
dressed  in  black,  slender  in  build,  and  noble  in 
bearing.  "What  may  I  do  for  you?"  she  repeated, 
as  the  patient's  eye  rested  on  her  careworn  counte- 
nance, his  tears  stealing  out  of  his  deep  sockets 
and  rolling  down  on  his  pillow.  The  attendant 
laid  her  hand  on  his  forehead,  saying,  "Weep  not, 
it  may  hurt  you." 

"O,  let  me  kiss  your  hand,  Madonna,"  begged 
the  pilgrim  in  a  yearning  tone. 

"If  kissing  my  hand  would  restore  you  to 
strength,  I  should  disregard  custom  dictated  by 
modesty;  but  what  you  need  for  weeks  to  come  is 
perfect  ease  of  mind,  rest  and  careful  nursing. 
Think  of  nothing,"  suggested  the  nurse  with  a 
smile  which  scarcely  brightened  the  gloom  on  her 
face. 

"O,  let  me  kiss  your  hand,"  repeated  the  patient 
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beseechingly.  "Your  touch  invigorates,  your  look 
heals,  your  lip  blesses,  your  voice  delights,  because 
your  soul  is  as  pure  as  that  of  the  mother  of  Christ. 
This  may  not  be  heaven,  but  you  are  one  of  God's 
gentlest  angels." 

And  when  his  wish  was  gratified  he  could 
scarcely  withdraw  his  lips  from  the  woman's  hand, 
as  though  the  touch  was  life-giving.  "Thank  you, 
thank  you,"  said  he  feebly,  as  the  hand  was  with- 
drawn.   "May  I  ask  you  to  tell  me  your  name?" 

"Yes,  but  this  must  end  your  speaking  for  this 
morning,  lest  the  effort  cause  a  relapse;  we  must 
obey  the  doctor's  orders.    My  name  is  Athalia." 

"Athalia — Athalia — ^Athalia — "  muttered  he  in 
visible  surprise.  "Athalia!"  added  he  faintly,  as  if 
trying  to  recall  some  incident  in  connection  with 
the  name. 

"And  what  is  your  name?"  asked  the  attendant, 
spurred  to  curiosity. 

"My  name — my  name — "  Here  the  patient  re- 
lapsed into  a  state  of  half-consciousness.  The  nurse 
darkened  the  room  and  retired  to  the  next  one 
where  she  was  met  by  a  gentleman  who  had  just 
entered,  a  medicine  case  in  his  hand.  After  the 
usual  salutation  the  nurse  made  her  report  of  the 
patient's  improvement,  and  his  insistence  on  kiss- 
ing her  hand.    "He  is  a  nobleman,  peradventure  a 
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prince  in  exile,  or  something  like  it/*  surmised  the 
good  soul. 

"Whether  prince  or  noble,  he  certainly  has  been 
an  exile,  or  he  would  not  have  raved  in  his  delirium 
of  Siberian  horrors,  the  red-eyed  wolves,  the  Es- 
quimaux and  the  Yakouts.  The  man  must  have 
been  there,  else  whence  his  familiarity  with  the 
hardships  of  Russian  banishment?'*  responded  the 
physician. 

"He  is  a  man  of  great  learning,  that  is  sure;  a 
Christian  who  speaks  Hebrew  and  many  other 
tongues.  I  did  not  know  that  there  are  Chris- 
tians who  can  speak  our  sacred  language; 
where  could  he  have  learned  it?  And  how  grateful! 
He  compared  me  with  the  mother  of  Christ,  called 
me  Madonna  and  angel,  and  wept.  And,  Baruch, 
I  am  afraid  to  whisper  to  you  what,  in  his  fevered 
hours  I  heard  him  repeatedly  exclaim,  especially 
last  night.  Do  not  smile;  I  have  heard  aright,  I 
am  sure  I  did,**  maintained  the  nurse,  the  deep  lines 
sorrow  had  furrowed  in  her  brows  growing  deeper. 

"Why  should  I  smile,  Athalia?  Tell  me  what 
it  was,  sister,'*  said  the  physician. 

"It  seems  I  ought  not  to  repeat  it;  there  is  some- 
thing impossible  in  the  idea  that  he  knew  him — im- 
possible— impossible!"  cried  the  woman  in  tears. 

"There,  you  are  again  speaking  in  riddles.    That 
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he  knew  whom?  Of  whom  did  he  speak?  Has  he 
named  any  one  dear  to  you?"  inquired  the  doctor. 

"The  dearest;  let  it  not  startle  you.  Thrusting 
out  his  hand,  he  exclaimed  distinctly,  'Isaiah,  thou 
wilt  help  me  in  distress — Rubowitch,  thou  wilt  not 
abandon  me.'  Great  God,  I  was  wide  awake,  was 
hanging  over  him  to  catch  the  name  again,  but 
about  midnight  the  fever  abated  and  he  slept  softly. 
What  do  you  say  to  it?    You  do  not  laugh  at  me." 

"If  you  heard  well,  what  else  could  I  say  but  that 
I  have  nothing  reasonable  to  say,  and  assuredly 
nothing  to  laugh  at.  Yet  may  you  not  have  im- 
agined that  you  really  heard  what  you  only 
dreamed?  You  know  we  are  often  mixed  in  our 
dreams  and  musings,  mistaking  one  for  the  other," 
suggested  Baruch,  laying  a  sympathetic  hand  on 
the  shoulder  of  the  disconsolate  woman. 

"I  am  not  surer  of  our  being  in  the  Holy  Land, 
not  surer  of  your  being  the  husband  of  my  sister, 
than  I  am  of  the  reality  of  what  I  heard,  every  sylla- 
ble having  been  uttered  by  his  lips,"  replied  Athalia, 
with  positive  conviction. 

"Then  let  me,  let  both  of  us  be  silent;  the  coinci- 
dence of  your  em.otions  and  his  ravings  passes  my 
comprehension.  Perhaps  a  better  knowledge  of 
the  man's  career  will  furnish  the  clue  to  the  mys- 
tery.   Strange  things  happen  in  this  life.    Say  noth- 
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ing  before  he  is   perfectly   recovered,"    proposed 
Baruch. 

Yes,  it  was  the  Athalia  and  Baruch  of  old,  and 
the  pilgrim,  by  one  of  those  accidents  which  are 
as  providential  as  the  fascinations  of  love,  found 
himself  cared  for  in  the  comfortable  home  of  Lewick 
the  Builder,  who,  having  accumulated*  a  consider- 
able fortune  by  his  building  operations,  conceived, 
after  the  ordeal  of  fire  he  had  passed  through,  the 
great  idea  of  emigrating  with  his  entire  family  to 
the  Holy  Land.  Having  arrived  there,  he  made  it 
his  business  to  secure  a  desirable  farm  in  the  most 
fertile  region  in  sight  of  Zion,  where  he  was  the 
builder  of  his  own  house  and  granaries.  The  per- 
son who  picked  up  the  pilgrim  on  the  road  was 
none  else  than  Hayim's  younger  son,  Nehemia, 
then  a  man  above  thirty,  and  for  many  years  the 
husband  of  Leah,  one  of  Lewick's  seven  daughters. 
The  Builder's  family  were  all  settled  in  a  radius 
of  a  few  miles,  either  as  farmers  or  dairymen,  the 
only  exception  being  Baruch,  who  had  studied 
medicine,  had  married  Ruth,  and  proved  a  suc- 
cessful physician,  living  in  one  of  the  best  suburban 
residences  of  Jerusalem.  Athalia  and  Leah  were 
the  daughters  who  remained  with  their  father  to 
comfort  him  in  his  widowed  state,  Hayim  and  Ne- 
hemia being  the  other  men  of  the  house.  To 
Hayim  the  sight  of  the  holy  city  was  indeed  a  source 
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of  unearthly  felicity,  not  unmixed  with  inexpressi- 
ble woe. 

Friday  evening  was  the  time  fixed  for  a  regular 
family  reunion  under  the  Builder^s  roof,  and  a  small 
synagogue  had  been  constructed  in  the  building 
with  an  eye  to  family  worship,  a  place  wherein  the 
Kaballist  spent  the  most  of  his  time,  absorbed  in 
the  contemplation  of  God  and  his  mystic  Universe. 
As  for  Lewick,  he  would  have  had  nothing  to  wish 
for  but  for  the  unhappiness  of  Athalia,  who  lived 
only  for  her  father  and  her  sorrow.  Every  new  year 
added  a  new  milestone  along  the  thorny  pathway 
through  the  desert  of  her  cheerless  existence. 
Sweet  as  are  the  caresses  of  endearment  in  the  plen- 
itude of  contentment,  they  are  a  torment  when  re- 
ceived from  the  hand  of  loving  pity,  so  that  the 
manifold  demonstrations  of  tender  fondness  lav- 
ished on  her  by  the  happier  members  of  the  family 
served  but  to  sharpen  her  keen  sense  of  desolation. 
Her  holiest  object  in  the  holiest  land  was  the  love- 
locks of  her  Isaiah,  nightly  covered  with  kisses  and 
bathed  with  tears.  Some  alleviation  of  mental 
anguish  she  derived  from  the  melancholy  sights 
and  scenes  of  abject  misery,  which  are  nowhere  as 
appealing  as  they  are  within  the  limited  compass 
of  the  Jerusalem  of  to-day.  Here  gaunt  poverty 
and  starvation  are  cringing  and  begging  to  escape 
a  death  of  hunger. 
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Athalia  had  promised  herself  more  solace  from 
the  holy  city,  but  realities  belied  her  imaginings; 
things  there  looked  not  alone  stony  and  unedifying, 
but  oftener  dreary,  forsaken,  and  woe-begone;  and, 
pleasant  though  her  immediate  environment, 
neither  blue  skies  nor  personal  luxuries  proved 
sufficient  to  dispel  darkness  of  thought*  and  heavi- 
ness of  heart.  Wholly  immersed  in  the  ever-swell- 
ing stream  of  her  flowing  love,  her  heart,  thirsting 
and  burning,  resented  its  being  diverted  from  the 
object  of  her  gloomy  meditation,  so  that  every  at- 
tempt at  cheering  her  resulted  in  a  reaction  of 
growing  depression.  To  smile  when  the  soul  is 
weeping,  or  weep  when  the  heart  is  laughing,  is  the 
courtier's  art  cultivated  by  a  life  of  artifice  and  du- 
plicity, sins  foreign  to  Lewick  and  his  numerous 
progeny.  Athalia  was  a  piece  of  nature.  O,  if  there 
were  a  grave  to  lament  over,  time  would  have 
poured  balm  into  her  wound;  but  Isaiah  was  alive, 
peradventure  as  hopelessly  yearning  for  her  as  she 
for  him,  separated  by  an  adamantine  barrier  for- 
ever; forever  surely  here,  and  perchance  hereafter! 
"If  you  love  me  leave  me  alone,"  was  her  defence 
against  the  intrusions  of  aggressive  affection,  and 
alone  she  was  left  to  brood  in  retirement  over  the 
strange  ways  of  an  inscrutable  Providence. 

Great  was  Lewick's  satisfaction,  therefore,  when 
the  accidental  landing  of  an  unknown  pilgrim  at 
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his  door,  a  poor  wanderer,  homeless  and  ill,  fur- 
nished his  daughter  with  an  object  of  care  and  so- 
licitude. Athalia's  devotion  to  the  friendless  patient 
was  inexplicable,  and  as  great  as  the  anxiety  of  the 
fond  mother  who  watches  at  the  bedside  of  her 
fever-stricken  child.  Baruch  was  greatly  interested 
in  the  fatuity  of  his  sister-in-law,  first  as  the  expres- 
sion of  a  benevolent  heart,  then  as  a  freak  of  nature, 
like  the  whim  of  an  old  maid  who  bestows  her  heart 
on  some  pet  cat,  or  parrot;  but  he  took  alarm  on 
hearing  her  assert  that  the  forlorn  stranger  had 
raved  of  Isaiah.  This  looked  like  a  symptom  of  de- 
rangement. The  doctor  was  disturbed,  and  insisted 
that  Leah  divide  the  vigils  with  her  sister,  to  which 
Athalia  would  not  listen;  but  her  objection  was 
overruled,  particularly  since  the  pilgrim  was  de- 
clared out  of  danger,  and  on  his  way  to  recovery. 
Leah  had  directions  to  have  an  eye  to  her  sister's 
doings  and  report  everything  that  should  strike  her 
as  peculiar  in  Athalia's  demeanor,  but  all  she  had 
to  report  was  that  the  sick  man  was  visibly  pro- 
gressing toward  a  normal  state  of  health,  and  she 
agreed  with  her  sister  that  his  manners  were  those 
of  a  nobleman.  Finally  it  was  agreed  that  the  pil- 
grim should  be  introduced  to  the  whole  family  on 
Friday  evening,  and  be  allowed,  although  a  Chris- 
tian, to  take  a  seat  at  the  Sabbatic  board.  It  was 
necessary  to  keep  Hayim  ignorant  concerning  the 
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stranger*s  creed,  or  he  would  never  have  consented 
to  sit  at  the  same  table  with  him.  Age  had  im- 
paired the  hearing  of  the  Kabbalist,  so  that  it  was 
easy  to  do  this,  especially  as  the  Christian  spoke 
the  sacred  tongue. 

Every  Friday  evening  found  Lewick's  Palestine 
home  an  abode  of  holiness,  joy  and  song.  Before 
nightfall  the  entire  family,  children  and  grand- 
children, were  gathered  in  the  house,  and  the  adults 
repaired  to  the  place  set  apart  for  worship.  The 
first  meal  of  the  Sabbath  was  preceded  by  the  grand 
welcome  extended  to  the  angels  and  the  blessing 
(kiddush)  over  the  wine,  and  closed  with  hymnal 
songs  and  the  saying  of  grace.  It  was  an  imposing 
scene  that  greeted  the  sight  of  the  pilgrim  as,  on 
the  appointed  evening  he  was  for  the  first  time 
ushered  into  the  dining  room  of  his  benefactors, 
and,  assigned  a  seat  in  the  midst  of  the  family,  hav- 
ing first  been  introduced  to  each  one  in  rotation. 
The  blaze  of  light,  the  festive  board,  happy  child- 
hood, lovely  womanhood,  earnest  manhood,  an  air 
vibrating  with  spiritual  emotions,  struck  the 
stranger  with  a  sense  of  pain  tempered  by  a  feeling 
of  awe,  homeless  and  a  skeptic  though  he  was. 
And  when  Hayim,  the  white-headed,  long-bearded 
mystic,  his  hands  folded  and  his  eyes  turned  heaven- 
ward, led  the  others  with  the  familiar  greeting, 
"Peace   be   to   you,    celestial  ministers,  angels  of 
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grace,  heavenly  messengers — "  the  pilgrim  felt  that 
he  was  on  holy  ground,  and,  unable  as  he  was  to 
join  the  inspired  men,  he  broke  down  without  utter- 
ing a  sound,  the  tears  flowing  freely.  Moved  by 
the  unuttered  grief  of  the  man  to  whom  she  had 
given  so  many  hours  of  attention,  Athalia,  who  had 
her  seat  next  to  him,  besought  him  in  a  gentle 
whisper  to  feel  at  ease  and  at  home.  The  soothing 
appeal  brought  the  stranger's  agitation  to  a  climax. 
In  a  voice  trembling  with  half-suppressed  emotion, 
he  stammered:  'Tardon,  dear,  blessed  lady;  it  is  not 
my  own  misery  that  convulses  me  at  this  moment. 
Alas!  the  sublime  scene  of  this  evening  recalls  to 
memory  the  strange  fate  of  a  noble  young  friend 
whom  years  and  years  ago  I  induced  to  forfeit  the 
blessedness  partaken  of  here  to-nfght.  O, 
hard  it  was  for  him  to  give  it  up!    Poor  Isaiah!" 

A  hysteric  scream  startled  and  frightened  the 
young  and  the  old,  and  a  woman  fell  to  the  ground 
apparently  lifeless.  The  doctor  was  at  hand;  Atha- 
lia was  carried  to  her  bed;  there  was  consternation 
and  confusion  in  the  room;  the  stranger  turned  as 
white  as  a  face  without  blood  may  be;  the  evening 
was  spoiled.  Hayim  looked  like  a  man  whom  a 
tornado  takes  ofif  his  feet;  nobody  could  tell  what 
had  happened  except  Athalia,  who  was  soon  re- 
stored to  her  senses,  to  the  great  relief  of  Lewick, 
the  stranger,  and  the  family.     Her  first  wish  was 
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to  have  the  pilgrim  near  her  bedside,  as  she  had 
something  to  ask  him. 

"A  feeling  that  you  will  know  how  to  appreciate 
has  ere  this  prevented  me  from  seeking  to  pry  into 
your  past;  but  Providence  has  sent  you  hither,  it 
seems,  to  tell  me  the  fate  of  the  one  whose  misery 
is  mine.  You  named  him  while  in  delirium,  you 
named  him  to-night — Isaiah,  poor  Isaiah!  Isaiah 
Rubowitch  is  my  lover,  my  husband;  you  said  he 
was  your  friend.  Who  are  you?  What  is  your 
name?  You  had  power  over  him,  have  influenced 
him — how,  when  and  where?  In  your  amazement 
I  read  the  promise  that,  whatever  befell  my  sweet- 
heart will  hereafter  be  freed  from  the  seal  of  mys- 
tery.*' 

The  pilgrim  rose,  made  the  sign  of  the  cross, 
and  bowing  respectfully  he  said  solemnly:  "God 
lives  and  rules  the  stars  and  the  earth.  My  name  is 
Nikita  Krilewitch,  and  I  think  that  Isaiah  Rubo- 
witch may  have  mentioned  my  name  to  the  one  he 
so  ardently  loved." 

"He  did  in  the  letter  which  was  his  first  and 
proved  to  be  his  last;  I  have  it  in  my  possession. 
Friend  of  my  dearest,  if  you  think  that  I  have  de- 
served your  goodwill,  let  nothing,  however  trifling, 
escape  your  memory  in  relation  to  the  sad  destiny  of 
him  who  owns  my  heart,  whatever  his  condition, 
wherever  he  be.  Is  he  a  Christian?  If  he  is  he  must 
20 
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have  yielded  to  irresistible  pressure.    Whatever  you 
know  about  his  struggle  tell  me  in  full/* 

''Dear  lady,  it  is  little  you  ask  for  services  which 
treasures  cannot  repay,  and  if  I  ever  doubted  the 
all-controlling  hand  of  unfathomed  Providence,  our 
meeting  on  this  soil  under  conditions  so  singular, 
after  a  chain  of  years  of  adventurous  woe  would 
cause  me  to  fall  prostrate  and  worship  the  Supreme 
One  who  laughs  human  schemes  to  scorn,  however 
cunningly  devised.  No,  we  did  not  meet  by  acci- 
dent; there  is  some  hidden  end  to  be  gained,  some 
unforeseen  work  to  be  done;  therefore  am  I  here, 
therefore  was  I  picked  up  on  the  wayside  and  har- 
bored within  these  friendly  walls.  To  tell  the  tale 
of  Isaiah  Rubowitch  is  to  recite  a  great  epic.  If 
he  yielded  to  pressure?  Blessed  lady,  he  yielded 
to  nothing;  he  is  what  he  was  when  with  you. 
There  is  no  power  to  get  Moses  out  of  him, 
this  I  know  well.  Whether  he  has  made  a  little 
room  for  the  divine  Jesus  remains  to  be  seen.  But 
I  am  anticipating.  You  ask  for  a  full  account  as 
far  as  my  knowledge  of  him  goes,  and  it  goes  far 
enough  to  enable  me  to  draw  conclusions  as  to  the 
rest  of  his  life,  although  long  years  have  intervened 
since  our  parting  in  Kiefif.  However,  in  order  to 
make  the  tale  complete  it  will  be  necessary  to  in- 
terweave a  few  incidents  of  my  own  trials,  for  which 
I  ask  permission." 


FIFTEENTH  CHAPTER. 

The  Pilgrim's  Tale. 

Nikita's  preliminary  remarks  impressed  the 
members  of  the  Builder's  family  with  the  fact  that 
the  man  whom  fate  had  thrown  into  their  midst  had 
had  something  to  do  with  Isaiah's  ill-starred  des- 
tiny, and  it  need  hardly  be  told  that  he  saw  himself 
the  centre  of  an  intensely  interested  audience 
with  Athalia  personifying  nervous  expectancy. 
Faithful  to  truth,  Nikita  reviewed  the  circum- 
stances that  had  brought  him  in  contact  with  the 
recruit,  the  disinterested  motives  that  had  prompted 
him  to  suggest  desertion  to  the  heroic  youth,  and 
the  surprising  resistance  the  latter  had  offered  as 
long  as  there  had  been  a  shadow  of  hope.  Hayim 
was  too  deaf  to  learn  of  his  son's  trials,  he  knew 
about  as  much  of  Russian  as  Lewick  of  Hebrew, 
and  the  commotion  in  the  house  had  to  be  ex- 
plained to  him  evasively,  but  Athalia  wept  like 
Niobe,  stirring  the  emotions  of  the  others  also,  par- 
ticularly her  father,  who  was  strongly  moved.  The 
narrator's  subjective  style  of  psychological  analysis, 
not  less  than  the  euphony  and  fluency  of  his  dic- 
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tion,  threw  a  spell  around  the  gathering  whose  at- 
tention did  not  slacken,  even  after  the  thread  of 
his  narrative  had  made  him,  instead  of  Isaiah,  the 
hero  of  the  tale. 

"The  end  of  my  qualification  for  taking  rank 
among  the  higher  clergy  of  Russia's  national 
Church,"  continued  Nikita,  "was  crowned  by  a 
diploma  of  distinction  handed  me  by  the  aged 
Metropolitan  of  Kieff,  who  had  taken  a  lively  in- 
terest in  my  success,  and  had  bespoken  and  in- 
sured for  me  an  enviable  position.  Fortune  smiled 
on  me,  also,  in  the  perfect  loveliness  of  my  Zalinka, 
the  only  heiress  to  a  large  estate,  then  in  trust  of 
her  widowed  mother,  who,  for  the  sake  of  company, 
had  harbored  me  with  motherly  solicitude  in  her 
dwelling.  Zalinka,  ambitious  to  secure  admission 
to  the  medical  profession,  had  devoted  her  time  to 
academic  studies,  and  it  had  been  my  privilege  to 
assist  her  in  the  primary  studies  which  later  en- 
abled her  to  master  the  ancient  classics.  If  she  had 
been  sweet  as  a  child,  she  grew  into  the  beauty  of 
exuberant  maidenhood,  doubly  adorable  because 
of  her  refined  mentality,  that  imparted  an  additional 
charm  to  her  other  graces.  To  say  that  we  loved 
each  other  would  be  little.  I  could  not  imagine  an 
Eden  that  I  should  have  cared  to  enter  without  my 
sweetheart,  and  her  look  told  me  more  than  words 
that  her  happiness  centered  in  me.     She  did  not 
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like  the  Church  and  abhorred  the  clergy,  but  gave 
me  her  heart  in  exchange  for  mine,  and  I  vowed 
to  lead  a  civilian's  life  the  moment  she  should  whis- 
per it  as  her  wish,  even  if  my  turning  from  the 
Church  should  necessitate  our  seeking  safety  in  a 
foreign  land.  Zalinka  was  not  ready  for  marriage, 
and  raised  no  objection  to  my  staying  irl  the  Church 
for  a  few  years.  'But  thou  wilt  sicken  of  the  holy 
slavery  that  helps  to  perpetuate  the  yoke  and 
chains  of  Russia,'  she  said  to  me  one  day. 

'What  was  to  be  the  last  evening  of  my  stay  in 
Kieff  was  signalized  by  a  social  gathering  of  our 
mutual  friends,  previous  to  my  departure  to  fill  a 
post  at  Minsk.  Among  the  youthful  throng  was 
my  friend,  Isaiah  Rubowitch,  whom  I  warmly  com- 
mended to  the  kind-hearted  lady  of  the  house  as 
well  as  to  Zalinka.  It  was  near  midnight  when  the 
festivities  came  to  a  close.  The  guests  dispersed, 
wishing  me  a  hearty  godspeed,  and  a  kiss  from  Za- 
linka colored  my  sleep  with  Elysian  dreams.  I  was 
dreaming  on  a  vessel  that  was  hurrying  to  her 
doom. 

"The  cry  of  Tire !  fire!  save  your  lives!'  tore  me 
from  my  rose-colored  visions.  In  the  twinkling  of 
an  eye  the  whole  household  was  in  commotion. 
Quickly  I  was  on  my  feet,  rushed  to  the  door  to 
effect  our  escape,  and  literally  fell  into  the  hands 
of  a  squad  of  the  police.    'It  is  all  right,  the  fire  is 
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out;  we  are  here  on  business;  this  is  the  house  of 
the  rich  widow  Salkanow,  is  it  not?'  asked  the  leader 
of  the  band,  with  a  chuckle. 

"  This  is  the  lady's  house;  and  what  is  it  you  are 
here  for?  The  women  are  frightened/  said  I,  with 
suppressed  impatience. 

"  *You  will  soon  learn  our  business.  We  must 
have  all  the  lights  of  the  house  lit,  all  the  doors, 
trunks,  drawers,  boxes  and  closets  open;  we  are  to 
search  this  dwelling  from  top  to  bottom,'  said  the 
officer  grufifly,  pushing  me  aside,  leading  four  of  his 
men  within  and  ordering  the  others  to  watch  with- 
out. 

"  'I  have  the  honor  to  represent  the  widow's  in- 
terest and  would  like  you  to  show  me  the  warrant 
which  authorizes  you  to  break  the  peace  of  an  in- 
nocent family,'  insisted  I,  nervous  with  indignation. 

"  *Do  we  look  like  robbers?  Don't  we  wear  the 
Czar's  uniform?'  angrily  asked  the  one  spoken  to, 
and,  pointing  to  a  civilian  next  to  him,  he  added, 
*Here  is  the  procurator,  and  my  insignia  tell  you 
that  I  am  the  pristav.^ 

"  *If  reading  the  warrant  will  entertain  you,  here 
it  is,'  observed  the  civilian,  contemptuously.  'You 
will  need  glasses  to  find  innocence  in  this  docu- 
ment.' 

"As  my  eyes  ran  over  the  lines  of  the  paper  my 
heart  fell,  for  it  distinctly  stated  that  the  cause  of 


The  Pilgrim's  Tale  j  1 1 

the  nocturnal  raid  was  Zalinka,  who  was  charged 
with  being  imphcated  in  a  plot  to  overthrow  the 
government. 

"I  ought  to  have  stated  that  there  had  been  se- 
rious disturbances  among  the  students  of  the  Uni- 
versity, followed  by  the  usual  number  of  arrests. 
That  my  sweetheart  was  guilty  of  conspiring 
against  the  Czar  appeared  to  me  so  absurd  that  I 
returned  the  paper  with  a  smile,  saying,  That  is  a 
misunderstanding,  gentlemen.'  Yet  was  I  not  un- 
aware of  the  fact  that  Zalinka  was  in  sympathy  with 
young  Russia,  and  many  a  revolutionary  pamphlet 
had  passed  through  her  hands.  Nor  was  she  one 
who  minced  words  when  she  spoke.  Her  hatred  of 
bureaucracy  was  only  equalled  by  her  abhorrence 
of.  the  clergy.  Suddenly  it  dawned  on  me  that  my 
maiden  was  the  incarnation  of  what  passes  among 
the  people  as  Nihilism,  and  I  began  to  dread  that 
the  police  had  evidence  of  her  clandestine  activity. 
She  was  discreet  enough  to  keep  her  secret  even 
from  her  lover.  No  wonder  I  watched  the  high- 
handed proceedings  of  the  Czar's  minions  with  in- 
tense concern. 

"The  women  rose  and  dressed,  as  they  had  been 
ordered,  and  every  member  of  the  family  having 
been  given  in  charge  of  a  policeman,  the  pristav  and 
procurator  turned  their  attention  to  the  heap  of 
articles  of  every  description  that  had  by  this  time 
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been  emptied  from  every  receptacle  in  the  house 
and  piled  upon  a  large  table.  You  know  this  to 
be  the  regular  method  of  the  Russian  police  when 
they  are  in  search  of  evidence  against  a  political 
sinner.  Everything  that  is  capable  of  hiding  a 
shred  or  a  scrap  is  laid  bare;  flooring,  tapestry,  up- 
holstery are  torn  up;  bedding  and  dresses  are 
ripped  open;  pockets  are  turned  inside  out, 
and  there  is  neither  a  chink  nor  a  cranny  that  will 
escape  the  penetration  of  the  Czar's  guardians  of 
peace,  law  and  order.  Whatever  valuables  or 
money  come  their  way  disappear  under  the  fingers 
of  those  agents  of  justice,  who  have  a  quick  eye, 
however,  for  papers,  especially  private  correspond- 
ence likely  to  contain  incriminating  evidence. 

"In  anticipation  of  a  search  of  her  person,  I  per- 
ceived that  Zalinka  made  a  vain  effort  to  smuggle 
a  slip  of  paper  from  her  pocket  to  her  bosom. 
Quick  as  a  tiger  that  pounces  upon  its  prey,  two 
iron  hands  closed  around  the  maiden's  arms.  It 
was  too  late,  the  paper  disappeared  in  her 
mouth,  and  was  reduced  to  a  speck  of  pulp.  The 
next  instant  three  brutal  men  were  engaged  in 
causing  the  desperate  girl  to  disgorge  the  con- 
tents of  her  mouth,  one  holding  her  down,  another 
grasping  her  by  the  throat,  and  the  pristav  forcing 
his  filthy  fingers  into  her  mouth  to  get  hold  of  the 
testimony   of  her  certain   guilt.     The   distracted 
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mother  threw  herself  furiously  on  the  brutes  who 
threatened  to  strangle  her  child.  *He  has  broken 
my  teeth,  Nikita — thy  sonnet,  thy  sonnet — I  did 
not  want  them  to  read  it!'  cried  the  outraged  girl, 
the  blood  flowing  from  her  lips.  A  gilded  horse- 
shoe that  served  as  a  paper-weight,  clutched  in  my 
grasp,  descended  on  the  head  of  the  pristav,  who 
went  down  under  the  blow,  a  lifeless  beast  swim- 
ming in  his  blood.  I  should  have  dealt  more  blows 
had  I  not  been  overpowered  and  beaten  out  of 
consciousness.  What  followed  I  am  unable  to  tell, 
except  that  on  awaking  I  saw  myself  on  a  bed  in  a 
hospital  with  grated  windows,  a  policeman  keep- 
ing guard  over  me.  My  head  was  patched  and 
bandaged. 

"And  grated  windows  and  clinking  chains,  and 
prison  wardens  were  thereafter  the  things  most  fa- 
miliar to  me.  Of  course,  I  recovered  from  my  in- 
juries with  a  few  scars  on  my  head,  but  before  my 
imagination  there  stood  an  endless  vista  open,  dark 
and  fearful.  In  a  few  minutes  my  life  had  been 
blasted,  and  I  found  myself  in  the  shadow  of  the 
gallows.  Murder  was  my  crime,  with  no  extenu- 
ating circumstances  to  save  my  neck.  The  provo- 
cation had  not  been  of  a  nature  to  be  counted  on  in 
a  criminal  court  of  the  Czar,  even  had  I  not  gradu- 
ated from  a  theological  institution,  and  had  my  vic- 
tim not  been  an  agent  of  the  police.     I  knew  the 
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penalty  that  awaited  me,  and  prepared  to  meet  my 
fate. 

"They  take  plenty  of  time  in  Russian  courts,  you 
know,  so  that  seasons  changed  before,  having  been 
repeatedly  examined  and  re-examined,  I  was  one 
morning  mounted  on  an  elevated  seat  in  an  open 
wagon,  led  to  the  sound  of  the  drum  through  the 
streets  to  a  public  square,  and  there  surrounded 
by  an  unsympathetic  multitude,  the  decree  of  jus- 
tice was  read  to  me.  Here  I  learned  for  the  first 
time  that  the  pristav  had  died  after  lingering  for 
nineteen  months,  and  that,  after  nine  days  from  the 
date  of  the  sentence,  I  was  to  be  executed  by 
strangulation. 

"You  may  have  heard  of  the  'Iron  Shroud'  in- 
vented by  a  genius  in  Italy  to  satisfy  the  vengeance 
of  a  fiend  in  human  shape.  The  victim  doomed  to 
perish  therein  saw  himself  in  an  iron  cage  which 
received  light  through  seven  windows.  Food  and 
drink  reached  him  at  midnight  in  an  unaccountable 
way.  It  was  there  in  the  morning;  but  there  was 
also  one  window  less  to  indicate  the  shrinking  of 
the  deadly  apartment.  Day  after  day  a  seventh  of 
the  space  dwindled,  until  on  the  last  day  the  prison 
was  reduced  to  the  size  and  shape  of  an  iron  shroud, 
which,  with  the  death-knell  sounding  from  an  im- 
mense bell,  crushed  the  agonized  prisoner. 

"With  the  jaws  of  death  opened  to  devour  me, 
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my  frame  of  mind,  already  warped  by  enforced  idle- 
ness and  soul-tormenting  suspense,  it  is  hardly 
necessary  to  portray  my  condition.  The  black 
prospect  was  a  fit  culmination  of  my  long  prison 
life,  which  had  almost  driven  me  mad.  Zalinka's 
voice  rang  in  my  ear;  her  bleeding  face  was  the 
nightmare  of  my  fitful  slumbers.  I  could  not  find 
out  what  had  become  of  her,  and  I  blessed  my  star 
when,  through  the  priest  who  had  access  to  me,  I 
succeeded  in  acquainting  the  Metropolitan  with  the 
circumstances  which  had  brought  about  the  pris- 
tav's  death.  To  shorten  my  story,  on  the  day  fixed 
for  my  execution  an  ofificer  entered  my  dingy  cell 
to  inform  me  that  the  Czar  had  commuted  my  death 
sentence  for  one  of  twenty-five  years'  penal  servi- 
tude in  Siberia. 

"My  parents  were  permitted  to  bid  me  adieu; 
but  why  dwell  on  a  scene  which  words  cannot  de- 
pict? For  my  life  I  had  to  thank  the  Holy  Synod, 
who  had  appealed  for  mercy,  moved  by  my  patron 
the  Metropolitan  of  Kieff.  The  Church  would  not 
allow  one  of  her  fallen  clerics  to  dangle  from  a 
halter. 

"You  have  seen  the  Czar's  itapes,  but  you  know 
no  more  of  them  than  one  knows  of  a  pest-house 
before  he  is  enclosed  therein.  The  itapes  you  have 
often  seen  are  those  that  arrive  at  your  town,  spend 
the  night  in  the  local  prison,  and  march  off  in  the 
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morning.  They  are  pleasure-walks  compared  with 
the  hardships  of  the  Siberian  Hape.  The  etape 
companies  you  have  seen  are  made  up  of  roaming 
vagabonds,  unidentified  felons  and  villains  who  are 
dragged  from  place  to  place  for  the  purpose  of 
identification.  They  are  assumed  to  be  the  outcasts 
of  society,  footsore  wretches  handcuffed,  covered 
with  rags  and  vermin,  fed  and  treated  like  dogs, 
spending  summer  and  winter  days  in  every  extreme 
of  weather,  storm,  heat  or  frost  on  the  highways, 
and  their  nights  in  the  dirt  and  the  dust  of  dismal 
prisons  which  swarm  with  parasitic  life.  Their  mise- 
ries are  somewhat  relieved  by  the  practical  sympa- 
thies of  the  populous  cities  through  which  they 
pass,  and  I  have  seen  kind-hearted  people  hang 
about  the  jails  with  food  and  clothing  to  alleviate 
the  suffering  of  degraded  humanity.  There  is  no 
earthly  relief  for  the  chained  exile  who  traverses 
hundreds  of  versts  through  the  frigid  desolation 
of  a  Siberian  winter,  ill-clad,  ill-fed,  frost-bitten, 
uncheered  by  hope,  exhausted,  chilled  to  the  mar- 
row, with  no  more  comfort  for  the  night  than  what 
a  bed  of  half-rotten  straw  can  afford,  in  vermin- 
infested  jails  guarded  by  palisaded  enclosures. 

^'Yet  we  had  a  man  and  a  woman  among  us  who 
sang  hymns  of  praise  for  their  delivery  from  that 
blackest  of  the  Czar's  prison-hells  on  the  banks  of 
the  Neva,  a  dungeon  within  a  dungeon,  reserved  in 
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the  Fortress  of  Peter  and  Paul,  for  those  who  are 
literally  buried  alive  to  perish  by  inches,  insane,  or 
eaten  up  by  scurvy  in  the  darkness  of  a  pestiferous 
atmosphere.  Here  men  and  women  of  culture  and 
refinement  are  ever  in  danger  of  being  subjected 
to  the  following  rule  of  the  Fortress:  'Prisoners  of 
the  Troubetzkoy,  as  bagnio  slaves,  are  placed  under 
the  administration  of  the  fortress.  For  slight 
offences  the  administration  may  order  a  prisoner  to 
be  put  from-  one  to  six  days  in  a  penal  cell,  on  a 
diet  of  bread  and  water,  or  sentence  him  to  corporal 
punishment,  to  consist  of  not  more  than  twenty 
stripes  of  the  knout,  or  hundred  strokes  with  a 
whip.  In  cases  of  serious  offences — attempted  es- 
capes, or  resistance  to  authority — the  culprit  is  rel- 
egated to  the  military  tribunal,  which  may  order 
the  infliction  of  one  hundred  stripes  of  the  knout, 
one  hundred  strokes  with  a  whip,  and  as  many  as 
eight  thousand  blows  with  a  rod.' 

"And  the  insane  are  subject  to  the  same  disci- 
pline. Ah,  let  me  not  dwell  on  those  unspeakable 
horrors  endured  by  spirits  like  that  of  my  poor  Za- 
linka. 

"Our  ^tape  of  exiles  at  last  passed  Irkoutsk  and 
pushed  on  by  the  Zabaikalia  highway  to  Ghita  and 
Nertsinsk  up  to  Detensk,  whence  we  were  trans- 
ported by  steam  along  the  Shilka,  one  of  the  afflu- 
ents of  the  Amoor,  to  the  mouth  of  the  Kara.  This 


3i8  The  Archierey  of  Samara 

river's  banks  are  punctuated  by  prisons,  one  for  tfie 
detention  of  convicts  of  the  gentler  sex.  The  mines 
hereabouts  are  the  Czar's  personal  property,  and, 
chained  to  a  criminal,  I  was  for  eight  years  em- 
ployed in  the  work  of  clearing  the  auriferous  sands 
of  valueless  material,  and  thus,  according  to  the 
standing  regulation,  was  entitled  to  spend  the  other 
two-thirds  of  my  banishment  beyond  the  prison's 
wall,  subject  to  the  condition  that  I  remain  within 
the  place  of  my  choice  with  the  other  convicts,  who 
enjoyed  the  same  privilege. 

"Shall  I  attempt  to  describe  my  amazement  and 
anguish  when  on  the  first  day  of  my  arrival  at  the 
village  of  Oust-Kara  I  met  Madame  Salkanow  in 
the  street,  tottering  toward  the  house  of  the  isprav- 
nik,  014,  feeble, .  broken  in  health  and  crushed  in 
spirit.  It  is  unmanly  to  weep;  but  I  cannot  with- 
hold my  tears  when  I  recall  that  sight  of  wrecked 
gentility.  The  noble  woman  was  the  shadow  of 
her  former  self.  After  a  pathetic  expression  of  the 
mournful  delight  the  meeting  gave,  she  informed 
me  that  she  was  on  the  way  to  the  ispravnik  to  have 
her  daughter,  Zalinka,  restored  to  her,  such  being 
the  order  sent  to  the  subordinate  from  higher 
quarters.  She  could  not  speak  much;  neither  could 
I.  A  tremor  seized  the  poor  woman,  who  would 
have  fallen  but  for  my  support.  The  official  vam- 
pires had  sucked  the  woman's  blood,  who  was  re- 
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duced  to  poverty  in  the  hope  of  ransoming  her 
child.  She  had  spent  years  in  St.  Petersburg  wast- 
ing a  fortune  before  her  petition  had  met  a  willing 
ear.  At  last  she  was  to  embrace  her  daughter,  and 
we  were  both  trembling  with  the  anticipation  of 
the  joyful  meeting,  a  joy  colored  by  all  the  incidents 
of  tragedy.  A  sleigh  carried  us  to  the  house  of 
detention  which  held  the  sweetest  vision  of  my 
dreams.  The  ispravnik  was  at  hand.  The  prison's 
gate  opened  and  out  came  with  withered  youth, 
shattered  hope,  tarnished  beauty,  ruined  intellect — 
out  came  a  woman,  bloated  in  face,  deformed  in 
shape,  wild  in  look,  a  gap  in  the  teeth,  with  no 
semblance  of  the  brilliant  Zalinka  of  eleven  years 
before.  To  our  affectionate  greetings  the  girl  re- 
sponded with  the  laugh  of  the  insane,  rolled  her 
eyes  wildly  and,  all  my  efiforts  notwithstanding, 
broke  away  to  disappear  in  the  undergrowth  of 
the  forest  nearby.  Like  a  wild  animal  she  resisted 
my  attempts  to  catch  her,  and,  brought  within  the 
reach  of  her  mother's  fondling  hand,  all  endeavors 
to  gain  a  sign  of  recognition  failed.  The  Czar's 
dungeons  hold  an  assortment  of  similar  human 
wrecks  whom  long  idleness  and  seclusion  from  in- 
tercourse with  animate  beings  deliver  to  insanity. 
Ordinary  criminals  are  granted  the  diversion  of 
work,  the  political  culprit  never. 

*'Let  me  make  an  end.     Mother  and  daughter 
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succumbed  to  an  inexorable  destiny.  There  was 
little  praying  and  less  preaching  when  the  grave 
closed  over  the  remains  of  what  had  been  most 
dear  and  sacred  to  me  here  below.  An  irresistible 
longing  seized  me  to  fly  from  this  place  of  out- 
rageous oppression  and  slavery.  But  whither 
That  was  the  question.  The  storm-swept  desert,  the 
red-eyed  wolves,  the  Cossacks  on  your  track,  the 
knout  on  your  bare  back,  then  the  dungeon  to  bury 
you  forever!  And  what  of  Zalinka's  grave? 
Therein  my  hope  lay  entombed.  My  martyred 
sweetheart!  If  her  spirit  hovered  over  the  spot  of 
her  eternal  rest,  would  it  not  frown  on  the  lover 
who  deserted  her?  We  had  sworn  eternal  love.  A 
cruel  fate  had  separated  us  and  thrown  us  together 
evidently  for  some  purpose.  Thus  did  my  Zalinka's 
grave  become  the  shrine  of  my  worship. 

"So  indifferent  had  I  grown  to  the  allurements 
of  the  great  free  world  that  when  the  time  came  and 
I  was  told  that  I  was  at  liberty  to  go  whithersoever 
I  chose,  my  friends  in  exile  were  surprised  to  see 
me  stay  where  the  prime  of  my  life  had  glided  by  in 
toilsome,  bleak  uniformity.  My  ambition  was  dead. 
Earth  had  no  temptation  for  me,  no  attraction,  save 
the  magnetism  centering  in  Zalinka's  ashes.  But 
my  constitution  began  to  show  symptoms  of  un- 
timely decrepitude.  My  doctor  called  me  'The  old 
young  man,'  warning  me  that,  unless  I  moved  into 
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another  region  of  softer  breezes,  the  chances  were 
strongly  against  me.  He  doubted  that  I  could 
survive  twelve  months  in  that  icy  atmosphere, 
but  vi^as  sure  that  twice  that  number  of  years  were 
reserved  for  me  under  benignant  skies.  Little  as 
I  had  to  hope  for  elsewhere,  self-preservation  urged 
me  to  go  to  Vladivostock.  There  I  boardfed  an 
English  steamer,  without  any  plan  whatsoever. 
After  touching  at  several  points,  the  vessel  dropped 
anchor  at  the  port  of  Salonica.  Here  I  landed. 
The  city  is  a  veritable  Zion  on  account  of  the  great 
preponderance  of  the  Hebrew  element  there.  The 
extreme  paucity  of  my  purse  forced  me  to  apply 
for  assistance,  and  I  found  the  Jewish  hand  ever 
open,  especially  when  the  application  for  help  was 
made  in  the  Hebrew  tongue,  which  I  fortunately 
possess,  thanks  to  the  incentive  given  me  by 
Isaiah's  genius. 

*'My  new  experience  with  the  persecuted  race 
necessarily  brought  home  to  me  the  fate  of  the 
youth  who  had  been  my  inspiration,  and  a  great 
longing  seized  me  to  communicate  once  more  with 
the  most  ethereal  spirit  which  it  had  been  my  for- 
tune to  meet  in  earlier  years.  Through  the  Almanac 
of  the  Russian  Church  I  learned  thatlsaieff  had  risen 
to  the  dignity  of  Archierey  in  the  Gubernium  of  Sa- 
mara, and  that  his  fame  passed  the  confines  of  his 
province.    Without  delay  I  wrote  a  lengthy  com- 
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munication  to  the  famous  dignitary,  accounting  for 
my  long  silence  by  a  sketch  of  my  life.  Isaiefif*s 
reply  must  either  be  on  the  way  or  at  the  French 
Post  Office  of  Jerusalem,  whither  it  is  to  be  di- 
rected. 

"This  ends  the  brief  review  of  my  career;  the  rest 
is  known  to  you,  who  have  acted  in  the  spirit  of 
the  meek  son  of  God,  the  lamb  whose  world- 
revolutionizing  transit  has  but  partly  broken  the 
darkness,  but  partly  minimized  the  woes  of  the  hu- 
man race." 

Nikita's  narrative  had  held  them  all  in  breath- 
less attention. 

Athalia's  hopes  revived,  although  she  could  not 
see  how  conditions  seemingly  unalterable  could  be 
bent  to  her  dearest  desires.  The  family  was  in  a 
flutter  of  excitement,  feeling  intuitively  that  some- 
thing for  the  rescue  of  Isaiah  must  be  ventured,  but 
no  one  knowing  what  and  how.  How  could  they 
mistake  the  hint  given  them  from  on  high?  Much 
depended,  however,  on  the  purport  of  the  Arch- 
ierey's  answer  to  the  epistle  of  his  friend.  Baruch 
was  prepared  to  embark  in  the  most  daring  adven- 
ture, to  risk  his  all,  provided  the  way  could  be 
shown  how  to  rescue  the  beloved  companion  and 
friend  of  his  youth.  As  to  Nehemia,  the  mere  men- 
tion of  his  brother's  possible  escape  from  the 
clutches  of  a  ruthless  fate  caused  his  blood  to  thrill 
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with  intense  impatience  for  action,  however  hazard- 
ous. Lewick's  jaws  and  fists  closed  tight  when 
Nikita,  in  answer  to  the  question  as  to  whether  the 
Archierey's  flight  was  within  the  limits  of  practica- 
bility, sketched  a  plan  of  restoring  Isaiah  to  the  one 
that  yearned  for  him,  while  her  brothers-in-law 
pledged  their  honor  to  stand  by  Athalia;  come  what 
may.  The  maiden  widow  was  the  pet  of  all  her  kin- 
dred. As  Hayim  had  no  idea  of  the  stranger's 
nature  and  his  relation  to  Isaiah's  past,  he  was 
spared  every  excitement,  soaring  as  usual  in  the 
mystic  spheres  of  the  spiritual  Universe,  with  no 
sense  of  hearing  to  disturb  his  contemplations. 


SIXTEENTH  CHAPTER. 

The  Teiumph  of  Love. 

The  Saturday  and  Sunday  which  followed  were 
the  longest  the  family  had  ever  experienced,  but 
Monday  morning  saw  a  courier  spur  on  a  fiery 
horse  toward  the  holy  city,  and,  before  the  sun 
reached  the  zenith  the  same  horseman  alighted  at 
the  gate  of  Lewick's  rural  home  and  handed  Nikita 
a  sealed  envelope.  Every  one  was  on  the  alert; 
propriety  had  to  make  room  for  anxiety,  and  the 
stranger  formed  the  focus  of  every  eye,  and  was 
straightway  the  centre  of  an  intensely  interested 
group.  Nikita's  hand  trembled  as  he  broke  the  seal 
of  Samara's  Archierey  and  opened  the  lengthy  com- 
munication. It  enclosed  an  order  for  fifty  Turkish 
pounds  and  a  likeness  of  the  great  churchman  in 
his  canonicals.  With  a  bow  of  exquisite  courtesy 
the  stranger  handed  the  picture  to  Athalia,  who  re- 
ceived it  with  an  outburst  of  tears  and  covered  it 
with  kisses.  Lewick  roared  out  his  great  sorrow 
at  the  sight  of  Isaiah  the  ''Open  Head"  in  the  at- 
tire of  a  bishop,  and  the  others  were  not  behind 
in  their  audible  or  unuttered  expressions  of  grief. 
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After  a  glance  at  the  letter,  Nikita  invited  his 
friends  to  be  seated,  and,  his  request  having  been 
promptly  satisfied,  he  read  the  following  lines: 
"Dearest  Nikita,  Brother  and  Friend  of  my  Soul: 
"Your  precious  letter  has  come  to  me  like  a 
message  from  another  world,  and  as  I  read  the  tale 
of  your  woe  and  that  of  the  magnanimous  Sal- 
kanows,  especially  the  tragic  end  of  your  Zalinka, 
I  wept  bitterly,  wept  because  of  your  misfortune, 
and  because  it  matches  to  a  degree  my  own  destiny 
and  that  of  my  soul's  only  beloved.  What  a  simi- 
larity of  misery !  There  is  but  one  difference ;  your 
chains  were  of  iron  and  are  broken ;  my  fetters  are  of 
gold  and  burning  on  my  limbs,  yea,  burning  into 
my  soul!  Your  fiancee  is  where  the  weary  are  at 
rest,  mine  where  troubles  never  cease.  A  strange 
inscrutable  world  is  this!  Here  are  one  hundred 
and  twenty  millions  of  human  beings  around  me, 
groaning  under  the  burdens  of  an  absolute  task- 
master, a  grim  Pharaoh,  with  a  nobility  to  gild  and  a 
Church  to  consecrate  the  galling  yoke.  When  and 
whence  will  this  land's  redeemer  come?  Should 
the  second  coming  of  Jesus  take  place  this  day  it 
would  tax  his  inexhaustible  grace  and  the  sweet 
ministration  of  his  celestial  retinue  to  purify  the 
fetid  atmosphere  of  this  unheavenly  empire,  steeped 
in  guilt,  buried  in  iniquity.  Your  story,  O,  brother, 
is  that  of  Russia's  broken  hope,  a  withered  youth,  a 
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crushed  age,  flowers  of  genius  nipped  in  the  bud, 
or  smothered  in  the  blossom,  maiden's  love  for  sale, 
women's  virtue  at  auction,  because  of  slavery, 
which  dehumanizes.  Ah,  me,  what  shall  religion, 
what  eloquence,  what  philanthropy,  what  love,  do 
in  the  face  of  a  host  of  official  cormorants,  who 
thrive  on  the  vitals  of  the  people,  preferring  to  be 
the  consumers  rather  than  the  food!  Where  man- 
hood is  a  crime  and  honor  a  hazard,  treason  is  a 
trade  and  shame  no  fault.  An  iron  bureaucracy,  a 
servile  clergy,  a  docile  nobility,  a  tremendous  mili- 
tary engine,  a  nation  of  serfs  and  a  strangled  youth, 
such  is  our  Russia.  And  in  that  ocean  of  physical 
infelicity  and  moral  degeneration,  what  may  one 
man,  what  a  hundred  true-hearted  workers  do? 
The  house  of  detention,  the  Troubetzkoy  Ravelin, 
fifty  dungeons  and  Siberia  await  him  who  dares 
breathe  a  word  in  favor  of  freedom. 

"Alas,  you  are  rid  of  your  illusions,  my  dear,  my 
poor  Nikita,  and  my  sentiments  remain  unaf- 
fected by  any  excess  of  loyalty  to  chain-forging 
bureaucracy.  Because  the  land  of  my  birth  is  dear 
to  my  heart,  therefore  are  tyranny  and  serfdom 
hateful  to  me,  whatever  their  garb,  whether  it  be  of 
Czardom  or  the  Ecclesia.  O,  for  that  blessed  Theo- 
cracy that  makes  man  equal  before  God  on  earth 
and  in  heaven! 

"Here  is  once  more  the  Hebrew's  ideal.     Smile 
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not  at  the  Jewish  pride  which  never  slumbered  in 
me.  You  have  the  confession  of  your  Archiery, 
Nikita,  who  has  acted  on  your  suggestion,  alas! 
leading  a  double  life— one  inward  to  satisfy  the  in- 
eradicable Jew,  the  other  outward  to  spiritualize 
the  Christian.  The  experiment  has  turned  out  a 
woeful  failure.  The  baptismal  water  did  not  change 
my  blood.  That  our  Nazarene  has  been  a  heaven- 
commissioned  personality  need  not  be  denied  in 
order  to  reject  the  idolatrous  system  of  the  Rus- 
sian Church.  As  a  Jew  I  may  glory  in  Jesus  as  I 
glory  in  Moses  and  Samuel,  and  for  an  ampler 
concession  I  am  unprepared.  There  is  but  one 
conclusion  to  be  drawn  from  this  confession  of 
mine.  Given  the  choice  between  my  father's  faith 
actualized  in  Mosaic  humility  and  the  adopted  one 
blazoned  with  the  sensational  pomp  of  an  infallible 
hierarchy,  my  decision  would  be  prompt.  But 
these  are  vain  words.  Had  my  dear  ones  not  re- 
jected me,  I  should  not  have  abandoned  the  hope 
of  being  delivered  from  my  glittering  shackles 
by  some  miracle  if  by  no  ordinary  means.  As  mat- 
ters stand,  I  shall  take  a  bleeding  soul  to  another 
world  where  there  will  be  an  end  to  the  anguish  of 
the  Archierey  of  Samara.'* 

The  manifold  expressions  of  emotion  which  fol- 
lowed the  reading  of  the  communication  had  to 
give  way  to  a  practical  plan  framed  to  make  the 
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flight  of  the  Archierey  possible.  As  every  man 
present  was  ready  to  enlist  his  services  in  the  in- 
terest of  the  ill-fated  priest,  Nikita  offered  to  lead 
an  expedition  on  board  a  merchant  vessel  to  Sa- 
mara at  a  time  when  steamers  and  barges  arrive  by 
the  score  at  the  wharf  of  that  city,  that  is  before 
each  fair.  There  being  no  lack  of  means,  the  ar- 
rangements were  quickly  perfected,  a  steamer  char- 
tered, and  the  moment  has  come  for  us  to  follow 
up  the  result  of  the  daring  enterprise  at  the  seques- 
tered villa  of  Herr  Schwartz,  where  we  have  left 
the  company  on  the  point  of  carrying  out  the  hith- 
erto undivulged  scheme.  The  reader  has  been 
made  familiar  with  the  conditions  under  which  the 
brothers  had  met,  but  a  mystery  hung  over  those 
phantom-like  shapes  who  hid  their  purpose  in 
night  as  they  encircled  the  rural  habitation,  all 
armed,  as  though  prepared  to  take  it  by  siege  or  by 
storm.  By  this  time  we  have  a  hint  as  to  the  na- 
ture of  the  guard  without,  and  we  may  as  well  turn 
our  attention  to  developments  within  the  walls  of 
the  lonely  dwelling. 

Mindful  of  the  fact  that  minutes  were  precious, 
because  the  danger  of  delay  was  great,  Nehemia 
had  briefly  passed  in  review  all  the  important  hap- 
penings which  were  calculated  to  prepare  the 
Archierey  for  the  culminating  act.  Disturbed  by 
the  apprehension  that  his  brother  would  recoil  from 
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V  an  attempt  which,  if  abortive,  would  involve  him 
and  his  dear  ones  in  ruin,  Nehemia  taxed  his  in- 
genuity in  conjuring  before  the  heated  imagination 
of  the  great  priest  the  picture  of  a  hoary  father 
who,  like  Israel  of  yore,  yearned  to  press  his  son 
to  his  breast  before  descending  to  the  grave.  Lest 
this  fail  in  its  effect,  disconsolate  love,  robed  in 
mourning  and  weeping  like  Niobe,  was  made  to 
thrill  the  soul  of  the  Archierey  as  Athalia's  great 
devotion  and  sorrow  were  graphically  told.  And 
when  he  thought  the  moment  mature  for  final 
action,  he  wound  up  by  saying:  "And  now,  O,  my 
brother,  from  On  High  things  have  been  shaped 
to  restore  thee  to  thy  dearest;  therefore,  let  there 
be  no  hesitancy  on  thy  part  to  share  with  me  the 
hazard  of  thy  carefully  planned  flight.  The  rising 
sun  shall  find  thy  palace  deserted,  and  us  steaming 
down  the  Volga  toward  the  haven  of  our  rest,  the 
seat  of  thy  happiness.  Flee!  Love  spreads  her 
arms  to  embrace  thee,  and  God  sends  his  ministers 
to  protect  thee.  These  men  are  all  welcome  to 
join  us." 

The  majestic  figure  of  the  Archierey  rose  to  its 
full  height,  towering  over  all  present,  except  Ne- 
hemia. Not  until  this  turn  of  the  meeting  was  to 
be  acted  upon  had  the  priest  fully  realized  the 
grave  nature  of  the  crisis.  Nor  had  he  ere  this 
dreamt  that  ambition  played  a  part  in  his  uncov- 
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eted  lofty  career.  Princely  luxury  and  public 
homage  had  become  to  him  a  want  not  readily  dis- 
pensed with.  What  was  he  to  be  hereafter?  A 
despised  Jew!  Ah,  there  was  a  time  when,  as 
Hannah's  son,  he  would  not  have  exchanged 
places  with  the  heir  of  the  Russian  throne;  but  the 
power  of  habit  is  an  immense  influence.  While  his 
nobler  self  revolted  against  the  double-life  he  was 
doomed  to  live,  actuality  was  less  repugnant  than 
the  theory  of  his  situation,  and  the  consciousness 
of  sustaining  a  life-long  martyrdom  was  not  a 
sentiment  to  be  lightly  got  rid  of.  For  a  revered 
dignitary  of  the  national  church  to  betray  his  trust 
— what  an  outrage,  what  a  scandal!  Would  not  his 
flight  undo  the  good  he  had  done  the  illiterate 
masses  during  the  best  years  of  his  life?  Whether 
the  man  was  clear  in  his  mind  as  to  the  motive  of 
his  alarm  at  the  prospect  of  an  ignommious  flight, 
he  felt  that  he  faced  an  emergency  which  required 
more  than  a  moment's  reflection,  yet  the  decision 
could  not  be  delayed. 

"O,  why  must  it  be  my  fate  to  encounter  per- 
plexities, grapple  with  perils  happier  mortals  never 
hear  of,  never  dream  of!  Brother,  know  that  last 
night  was  to  me  one  of  fever  and  monstrous  night- 
mares, and  the  rising  sun  passed  his  zenith  and  de- 
scended without  maturing  in  me  the  long-cher- 
ished determination  to   avail   myself  of  the   first 
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chance  to  flee — to  flee!  Yes,  I  have  surmised  the 
cause  of  thy  presence  in  Samara  and  treasured  the 
hints  thrown  out  by  thee.  Thy  plan  is  a  desperate 
attempt.  This  vaHse  holds  treasure  enough  to 
make  me  independent  for  the  rest  of  my  days,  and 
the  mere  mention  of  father  and  my  AthaHa  stirs  me 
to  the  core  of  my  being.  Suasion  is  superfluous. 
But,  O,  the  dread  of  the  step  I  am  to  take!  Charge 
me  not  with  cowardice,  no,  not  even  with  irresolu- 
tion. A  voice  whispers,  and  I  stand  divided  be- 
tween love  and  duty;  duty  on  one  hand  and  charity 
on  the  other.  The  sudden  uprooting  of  an  exotic 
which,  having  braved  frost  and  tempest,  and  hav- 
ing acclimated,  spread,  ramified  and  gladdened 
myriads  with  its  products,  yea,  growing  into  their 
hearts  and  feeding  their  souls,  that  is  what  makes 
my  thoughts  stand  still.  Then  the  danger,  how 
evade  the  vigilance  of  the  Czar's  ubiquitous  spy? 
If  we  could  only  reach  the  Caspian  Sea  unbe- 
trayed,  reach  a  Persian  port,"  cried  the  Archierey, 
unconsciously .  magnifying  rather  than  minimizing 
the  dangers. 

"Let  this  be  our  care,  Isaiah.  We  are  here  under 
the  British  flag,  have  unloaded  goods  for  the  fair, 
and  steam  is  up  to  carry  us  without  suspicion  a 
hundred  versts  down  the  river  before  daybreak," 
stated  Nehemia  briefly. 

"We?    Who  are  we?    Are  there  others  willing 
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to  share  the  perils  of  my  flight?"  asked  the  Arch- 
ierey. 

Nehemia's  answer  was  a  signal  given  through  the 
half-open  window  to  some  one  without.  Steps  be- 
fore the  entrance  showed  that  it  was  understood 
and  promptly  responded  to.  The  door  opened  and 
in  came  a  stranger,  to  the  great  surprise  of  the 
company.  But  the  most  astonished  man  was  the 
Archierey,  whose  eyes  dilated  in  their  sockets. 
The  priest  and  the  stranger  looked  at  each  other 
intently;  the  sequel  was  a  wild  rush  and  a  hearty 
embrace.  **Nikita,  my  Nikita,  thou  art  my  soul's 
friend,  Nikita;  it  is  God  who  sent  thee  hither," 
exclaimed  the  Archierey. 

"Yes,  here  I  am  to  help  thee  back  to  thy  love  and 
thy  synagogue;  come  on,  come  on.  We  have  not 
a  minute  to  waste;  come  on,"  cried  Nikita  Krile- 
witch. 

"My  love  and  my  synagogue,  alas!  perchance  to 
neither  of  them,  should  the  quick  Cossack  thwart 
our  way,  my  dear  Nikita,"  said  the  priest,  ner- 
vously. 

"If  the  Cossack  oppose  us  before  we  are  on  board 
ship,  here  is  a  dose  that  will  quiet  him,"  calmly  said 
Nikita,  as  he  opened  his  mantle  to  show  that  he 
was  well  armed. 

"Neither   are   we   unarmed,"  cried  one  of  the 
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monks,  "but  it  will  go  hard  if  the  police  get  the 
scent  of  us." 

"There  are  six  more  men  without  ready  to  do 
execution  with  shot  and  steel  should  escape  be 
closed.  But  in  the  name  of  mercy,  let  us  move. 
Whoever  has  to  die  let  him  die  like  a  man,"  urged 
Nikita  resolutely. 

"Forbid  it  heaven  that  any  one  perish  in  an  at- 
tempt foredoomed  to  failure.  You  cannot  escape 
the  Argus-eyed  police-dragon  of  the  Czar  who 
keeps  eternal  watch  over  the  misery  of  this  un- 
happy land.  Depart,  brothers,  depart;  your  safety 
— look  out  for  your  safety;  my  fate  is  sealed. 
There  shall  be  no  bloodshed,  there  being  no  hope; 
depart,  I  stay  where  I  am,"  concluded  the  Arch- 
ierey. 

"Let  not  the  devil  make  a  coward  of  thee  in  thy 
tried  manhood,  Rubowitch,  having  failed  to  make 
an  ass  of  thee  in  thy  youth.  Man,  what  is  it  thou 
art  loath  to  part  with,  thy  chains,  thy  golden 
chains?  Art  thou  indeed  afraid  of  death?  Live  to 
gloat  over  the  idols  of  barbarism  and  tyranny. 
Hang  Satan  if  my  fingers  are  not  itching  to  choke 
the  first  uniformed  slave  of  dastardly  Czardom  let 
him  but  come  within  my  grasp,"  cried  Nikita, 
thrusting  out  threatening  hands. 

"Brother,  scorn  not  the  design  of  Providence; 
if  not  now  then  never  will  there  be  another  chance 
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for  thee  to  return  to  the  faith  of  thy  fathers.  Shall 
I  invoke  the  spirit  of  our  sainted  mother  to  vindi- 
cate her  ethereal  virtue  in  her  oldest  son?  Thou 
knowest  what  she  would  expect  of  thee.  Through 
me  Hannah  calls  on  thee  to  flee  the  shrines  of 
idolatry,"  passionately  pleaded  Nehemia. 

"You  lose  precious  moments;  the  clock  struck 
one!"  cried  a  warning  voice  without. 

"Is  this  a  phantom  of  an  overheated  brain,  or  is 
it  reality?  This  is  my  brother  Nehemia,  and  this 
my  brother  Nikita  Krilewitch,  and  these  are  my 
old  friends  of  Samara,  and  I  am  to  flee  for  the  sake 
of  faith  and  filial  devotion,  yea,  and  love.  Atha- 
lia,  Athalia,  my  heart's  adored,  bride  of  my  soul, 
thy  immaculate  spirit  I  invoke  to  prompt  me  in 
this  supreme  moment.  Athalia,  across  the  desert 
and  the  sea  thy  love  come  to  brace  me,  my  ill- 
starred  Athalia!"  cried  the  Archierey  in  an  ecstasy 
of  exaltation. 

The  momentary  silence  which  followed  the 
apostrophe  of  the  priest  was  broken  by  the  opening 
of  the  door.  A  slim  figure,  hooded  and  wrapped 
in  a  mantle,  slowly  entered  the  full  glare  of  the 
room,  a  presence  that  appeared  to  enchant  the  as- 
tonished company  who  did  not  break  the  spell  by 
as  much  as  a  breath.  Nobody  thought  of  asking 
who  it  was.  The  mysterious  form  advanced  toward 
the  wondering  Archierey,  and,  having  approached 
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him  within  a  pace,  its  hood  fell  back,  unveiling  a 
woman*s  head.  The  revelation  was  startling 
enough  to  throw  the  amazed  Archierey  backward 
on  a  seat  with  a  sharp  cry.  A  hood  and  a  mantle 
dropped  on  the  floor,  and  a  woman  robed  in  black 
was  closed  in  the  arms  of  Samara's  celebrated 
church  dignitary.    Athalia  clasped  her  Isaiah. 

Love's  gentle  suasion  proved  mightier  than  all 
other  appeals.  Athalia  triumphed.  Within  a  short 
hour  a  steamboat  glided  down  the  Volga  with  ap- 
parently no  soul  on  deck.  But  there  were  armed 
men  resolved  to  answer  the  first  challenge  with 
defiance.  The  need  did  not  arise,  however.  The 
first  point  of  the  ship's  landing  was  Enzelli,  hence 
the  fugitives  proceeded  to  Rasht,  the  capital  of 
Gilan.  The  presence  of  a  Russian  consul  in  that 
sea  port  rendered  circumspection  necessary.  Te- 
heran was  the  safest  point  to  reach,  and  here  the 
fugitives,  transformed  in  appearance,  repaired  to 
the  synagogue  to  offer  thanks  for  their  safety.  The 
Persian  Gulf  opened  the  wide  world  for  the  Arch- 
ierey and  his  friends,  and  never  was  a  honeymoon 
spent  in  sweeter  felicity  than  were  the  halcyon 
days  by  Isaiah  the  "Open  Head"  and  Athalia.  It 
is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  Lewick  the  Builder, 
although  in  his  sixties,  was  among  those  heroic 
Argonauts  who  had  dared  to  enter  the  den  of  the 
fierce  Russian  bear.     He  would  lay  down  his  Hfe 
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rather  than  be  separated  from  his  daughter,  and  her 
happiness  was  his  as  much  as  was  her  misery.  It 
was  otherwise  with  Hayim,  who  was  an  old  man. 
The  joy  broke  his  heart.  The  Kabbalist  expired 
in  the  arms  of  his  Isaiah.  Hayim  died  with  a  smile 
on  his  face. 

In  Samara  the  disappearance  of  the  Archierey 
was  unknown  until  his  horse  and  empty  phaeton 
were  found  in  the  vicinity  of  the  "Haunted  Villa." 
The  team  was  in  the  hands  of  the  police,  and  the 
sensation  was  great.  Bazil  was  convinced  that  the 
devil  had  taken  the  Archierey.  The  ispravnik  sus- 
pected foul  play,  but  the  conveyance  bore  no  sign 
of  ill  use.  The  palace  of  the  priest  was  entered  and 
searched,  and  his  attendants  cross-examined;  all  in 
vain.  The  man  had  disappeared  like  that  problem- 
atic stranger  who  resembled  him.  The  city  was  in 
a  furor  of  excitement.  Crowds  gathered  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Isaieff's  residence.  The  Governor 
appeared  on  the  scene,  accompanied  by  his  retinue. 
The  people  were  convinced  that  the  good  Arch- 
ierey had  gone  to  heaven.  "The  police  is  beaten 
again,  and  to-morrow  our  great  church  may  vanish, 
without  your  knowing  how  it  ran  away,"  re- 
marked Golovkin  to  the  ispravnik  ironically. 

"That  would  not  be  a  stranger  thing  than  the 
vanishing  of  the  Archierey,  your  Excellency," 
agreed  the  officer,  "but  there  seem  to  be  things  for 
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which  a  man's  eyes  are  of  no  use  to  him.     If  any 
evil  befell  him — " 

''No  evil  befalls  evil,  ispravnik;  your  Archierey 
is  safe  and  sound  where  he  ought  to  have  been 
left  when  beardless.  You  may  as  well  turn  a  fish 
into  a  goose  as  a  Jew  into  a  Christian.  .Such  is  the 
stuff  of  which  your  saints  are  made,"  observed  the 
Governor,  shaking  his  head  knowingly. 
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